TALES  OF  THE  CASTLE: 

O    R, 

STORIES 

O    F 

INSTRUCTION  AND  DELIGHT. 

BEING 

LES    VEILLEES    DU    CHATEAU, 

<?*VftX 

WRITTEN     IN     FRENCH     ^C 

<3\ey** 
By  MADAME   LA  COMTESSE    DE    G  E  N  L  I  S, 

AUTHOR  OF   THE  THEATRE   OF   EDUCATION, 
A  r>  E  L  A    AND    THEODORE,     &c. 

TRANSLATED      INTO      ENGLISH 

Br     THOMAS     H  O  L  C  R  O  F  T. 

Come  raccende  il  gufto  il  mtitar'  efca, 

Cosl  mi  par,  che  la  mia  Iftoria,  qnanto 

Or  qua,  or  Ja  p'.u  vai iata  fia, 

Meno  a  clii  Tudira  nojola  fia.  ARIOSTO. 

As  at  the  board,  with  plenteous  Viands  gracM, 
Cate  after  Cate  txcites  the  fickening  taite, 
-So,  while  my  Mnfe  purfues  her  varied  rirains, 
Tale  following  Tale  the  ravifh'd  ear  detains.    HOOLE. 


The    FOURTH    EDITION. 


V    O    L. 


-L    O    N    D    O     N    : 

PRINTED     FOR    G.     G.    J.    AND    J.     ROBINSON, 
N*    25,     PATER-NOSTER-ROW. 

M  DCC    XC11I. 


?3 


TH1 

TALES   OF    THE    CASTLE: 

OK, 
STORIES 

O  F 

INSTRUCTION  AND  DELIGHT. 


CONTINUATION  OF  THE  Two  REPUTATIONS. 

A    MORAL    TALE. 

LUZINCOURT,    full   of  hope    and  joy,     was 
convinced  at  laft  he  was  ia  love,  and  fhut 
himfelf  up  in  his  own  room,  that  he  might  enjoy, 
undifturbed,  the  fweet  remembrance  of  a  conver- 
fation  which  had  fo  entirely  changed  his  defliny. 
Every  thing  he  had  faid  he  recollq&ed^  ftill  imagin- 
VOL.  V,  B  ing 
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ing  he  might  have  faid  the  fame  thing  better; 
every  thing  Aurelia  had  anfwered  alfo,  and  even 
her  private  thoughts  were  imagined.  At  tea 
o'clock  he  remembered  he  had  promifed  to  fup 
with  Madame  de  Champrofe,  and  he  got  there 
juft  as  they  were  fitting  down  to  table. 

He  went  up  to  Madame  de  Champrofe  in  order 
to  render  an  account  of  the  ill  fuccefs  of  the  com- 
miflion  me  had  given  him,  but  fhe  interrupted 
him  at  the  firft  word.  I  have  received,  faid  fhe, 
the  politeft  note  pofiible  from  M.  Damoville,  in 
which  he  promifes  to  come  and  read  his  piece  here 
next  Monday.  Luzincourt  fmiled,  and  made  no 
reply,  for  he  was  not  aftonifhed  at  the  trick;  he 
ealily  faw  Damovitte  had  only  refufed  to  give  him- 
felf  confequence  in  the  prefence  of  Aurelia,  and 
he  imagined,  at  the  moment  of  refufal,  it  would 
end  by  reading  the  piece. 

After  fupper  the  Vifcount  de  Valrive  was  afked 
if  he  knew  any  thing  of  Damoville's  Comedy. — 
The  Author,  replied  the  Vifcount,  is  going  to 
play  and  print  his  work,  I  have  therefore  never 
had  a  wifh  to  hear  it. 

I  forgot,  anfwered  Madame  de  Champrofe, 
your  averfion  to  Readings. 

I  own  I  prefer  reading  to  myfelf.     I  repeat  paf- 
fages  that  pleafe  me  as  often  as  1  like,  reflect  with- 
out interruption,   pafs  over  ^what  I  think   dull, 
I  and 


THE   TALES    OF    THE    CASTLE.  3 

and  am  not  obliged  to  exhauft  myfelf  in  compli- 
ments. Clofet  reading  has  its  charms,  and  I  am 
perfuaded  the  world  will  fometime  again  be  of 
that  opinion. 

Never:  One  loves  to  judge  before  the  Public 
fees. 

•  I  can  enjoy  that  fatisfa&ion  with  every  new 
work  as  foon  as  it  is  published.  I  buy  and  read 
it  before  the  public  has  pronounced  judgment. 
Befides,  how  can  you  judge  an  Author,  who 
comes,  atyourrequeft,  and  throws  himfelf  on  your 
mercy;  who  feems  to  have  no  earthly  wifli  but 
your  approbation  ;  who  places  a  flattering  and  un- 
bounded confidence  in  your  opinion,  and  who 
enters  with  the  fweet  certitude  of  charming  and 
aftoniming  you  ?  Who  could  deftroy  illufions  fo 
agreeable  by  fpeaking  cruel  truths  ?  The  rites 
of  hofpitality,  gratitude,  good  manners,  all  re- 
quire nothing  fhould  be  neglected,  to  fend  the 
Author  away  fatisfied  and  happy.  Shpuld  you 
feem  tired,  you  diftracl:  him,  and  your  apparent 
pleafure  is  to  him  real.  Could  you  then  be  fo 
inhuman  as  to  refufe  your  applaufe  ?  If  you  could, 
you  would  be  both  barbarous  and  unjuft  j  for,  when 
you  afked  him  to  read  his  production,  you  tacitly 
entered  into  an  engagement  to  repay  him  with 
praife.  On  this  condition  he  came  to  your  houfe : 
he  is  not  one  of  your  friends,  not  even  one  of  your 
B  2  acquaintance; 


4          THE    TALES    GF    THE   CASTLE. 

.acquaintance ;  you  are  therefore  certain  he  does 
.not  come  to  diicover  -the  real  merits  of  his  piece, 
.and  hear  truth;  nor  can  you  deny  but  that  you 
will  have  little  averfion  to  proteft  to  him  his 
•work  is  a  Chef-d*  aeuvrei  and  that  you  are  delight- 
ed with  it,  however  bad  it  maybe. 

There  is  fome  truth  in  this,  replied  Madame 
de  Champrofe,  but  a  good  deal  of  exaggeration. 
I  aflureyou  I  have  often  heard  criticifms  at  fuch 
-readings. 

Yes !  You  have  heard  refined  flattery. 

Flattery  ? 

Flattery.  The  Author  is  certain  to  afk  the 
company's  opinion,  and  they  know  it  is  necefTary 
to  think  of  fomething  to  fay;  and,  as  politenefs 
requires  an  appearance  of  fincerity,  a  few  criti- 
cifms are  feldom  wanting,  which  are,  in  facT:,  fo 
many  praifes ;  that  is  to  fay,  feeble  and  frivolous 
objections,  over  which  it  is  meant  an  Author 
fhould  -triumph.  But  did  you  ever  h*ar  the  Au- 
thor told  his  plan  was  ill  conceived,  his  work 
ill  written,  or  that  he  wanted  tafte  ? 

So  you  accufe  all  who  attend  thefe  kind  of  read- 
ings of  difiimulation  ? 

No;  for,  were  I  prefent,  I  mould  do  the  fame. 
There  are  a  multitude  of  truths  too  fevere  to  be 
told,  efpecially  by  people  who  live  in  fociety,  and 
xvould  be  thought  amiable.  Suppofe  a  weak  mo- 
ther 
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thcr  were  to  afk  you  what  you  thought  of  her 
ftupid  or  deformed  child,-  would  you  candidly 
tell  her?  If  a  fool  repeat  a  repartee,  as  his  own, 
which  you  have  read  in  a  jeft  book,  would  you 
accufe  him  of  falfehood  and  folly  ?  Every  qUef- 
tion  which  vanity  dictates,  when  afked  by  a 
perfon  who  is  indifferent  to  us,  requires  a  polite 
anfwer.  Neither  does  the  giving  it  make  you 
deceitful :  it  is  common  good  manners. 

All  which  tends  very  powerfully  to  prove,  it 
is  impoflible  to  fpeak  truth  to  an  Author,  unlefs 
you  are  his  intimate  friend.  But,  pray  tell  me, 
do  you  think  Authors  can  very  well  diilinguifh 
vvhofe  praifes  are  iincere  r 

They  !  Not  they  indeed.     They  have  an  in- 
exhauftible  fund    of  faith  and  fimplicity   on  this 
head.     In  fociety  flattery  has    it's  bounds,  which 
however  pail'es  ceafes    to  be  polite,  takes  an  air' 
of  irony,  and  offends.     A  woman  ought  to    be 
agreeable  to  be  told  (he  is  an  Angel ;  if  fhe  be  ugly, 
the  charms  of  her  mind,  or  her  good  fhape,  only,, 
muft  be  mentioned,  for  felf-love  does  not  ufuafly 
render  us  totally  blind.     Men  of  Letters  muft  be 
excepted.     Tell  one  of  them,  boldly,  who  never 
wrote  any  thing  but  a  Pamphlet  or  a  Farce,  lie- 
is  a  man  of  Genius,  and  he  will  take  your  word' 
for  it  with  all  imaginable  fmcerity;  for,  as  foon 
as  hehimfelf  is  thefubjecl:  of  praife,  nothing  earn 
B  3  be 
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be  extravagant.  How  would  he  laugh  at  the  in- 
ebriety of  a  brother,  led  aftray  by  the  apparent 
enthuiiafm  of  his  hearers  ;  yet  put  him  infiantly 
io  the  fame  fituation,  and  he  would  infrantly 
have  the  fame  credulity.  Plowever,  were  Au- 
thors really  to  feel  the  truth,  they  would  not 
leave  off  their  readings,  it  being  a  fpecies  of  po- 
licy well  underftood  by  them. 

How  fo  r 

It  is  a  certain  means  of  fuddenly  acquiring,  at 
little  expencc,  a  deal  of  Fame.  Permit  me,  ma- 
dam, fcr  example,  to  fuppofe,  notwithstanding 
the  polltcft  of  pofjlbk  riotcs^  which  Damoville  has 
fcr.t  you,  his  Comedy  fhould  be  a  bad  one. 

Weil;  what  then  ? 

inembsring  the  Billet,  and  the  complaifance 
of  the  Author,  you  are  determined  to  make  it 
t-hought  as  well  of  as  poffible;  you  will  invite 
fifteen  or  twenty  people  to  hear  it,  to  \vhrm  you 
Vvill  repeat  every  thing  you  have  heard  in  it's 
praife,  and  thus  then  are  fifteen  or  twenty  people 
prejudiced  in  it's  favour.  While  it  is  reading  you 
\vilj  fcem  delighted,  enchanted,  and  will  be  very 
def;rous  of  obliging  the  Author;  felf-love  will 
contribute  fomewhat  to  this,  for  you  would  not 
\vifh  to  fee  perfons  you  have  invited  all  dull  and 
tired;  you  are  not  ignorant  of  the  dependence 
placed  onyourunderftanding;  you  take  advantage 

of 
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of  this  circumflance  to  deceive  people  who  are 
led  by  you,  and  they  depart  fully  pcifuaded  they 
have  been  entertained,  and  that  the  work  is  a 
good  one;  or,  at  leafr,  having  been  induced  by 
you  to  pra;fe  the  Author,  they  never  after  c:i;i 
fay  otherwife  ;  for,  after  carrying  flattery  to  a  cer- 
tain height,  they  are  obliged,  in  honour,  to  main- 
tain their  ground.  I  know  there  will  be  four 
foreigners  prefent,  at  your  reading,  two  Englifh.- 
mcn,  a  Pole,  and  a  German,  who  will  foon  return 
into  their  own  country,  whither  they  will  carry  a 
high  admiration  of  the  abilities  of  Damoville, 
•whom  they  will  affirm  to  enjoy  a  great  reputation 
in  France;  and  thus  the  Courts  of  England,  Po- 
land, and  Germany,  will  rt-found  with  the  praifes 
of  Damoville.  In  the  mean  time  his  piece  is  p'ayed, 
and  condemned  by  the  public.  At  prefent,  how- 
ever, there  is  no  longer  a  (I  arnsful  defeat  to  be 
feared  at  the  Theatr:  ;  preventives  are  taken, 
and  even  the  Author  is  called  for.  H'iuflrious  pro- 
tectors appear  in  the  boxes,  the  fir  ft  reprefentation 
is  conducted  'with  decency,  and  tickets,  difperfed 
\vith  a  noble  profufio^,  procure  three  or  four  others  j 
after  which  the  indifpofition  of  an  AcStor  has 
obliged  the  Author  to  withdraw  his  piece  :  he  prints 
it,  and  in  his  preface  congratulates  himfelf  on  his 
great  and  brilliant  fuccefs,  and  thanks  the  Public,, 
with  equal  modefty  and  truth,  for  the  pretended 
B  4  applaufe 
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applaufe  they  have  beftowed.  Imagine  what 
effect  this  preface  muft  produce  in  England,  Po^ 
land,  and  Germany,  already  favourably  difpofed* 
Thefe  things  are  fomewhat  ridiculed  at  Paris;, 
but,  even  there,  the  People  of  Fafhion,  though 
half  undeceived,  maintain  the  Author  has  great 
abilities,  and  his  reputation  extends  itfelf  over 
the  country,  and  among  Foreigners  j  and  the 
more  fo  becaufe  the  Journalifts  give  the  moft 
Mattering  account  of  the  work.  •* 

There  is  always,  however  among  the  infinity 
of  Journalifts,  one  or  two  who  judge  properly  and 
impartially. 

Yes 3  but  when  they  criticife  an  Author  who 
has  employed  all  the  means  I  have  juft  defcribed> 
it  is  eafy  to  make  them  appear  envious,  malig- 
nant, or  unjurr. 

I  can  eafily  conceive  that  Authors,  who  are 
not  endowed  with  exceffive  delicacy,  may  be  fa- 
tisfied  with  this  kind  of  reputations  and  the. 
rather  becaufe  it  will  excite  no  one's  envy,  nor 
as  any  thing  more  to  be  wiihed,  except  that  it 
were  real. 

Luzincourr,  who  had  juft  then  ended  a  party 
at  Piquet,  rofe,  and,  approaching  the  Vifcount, 
faid,  It  is  high  time  I  fhould  come  and  defend 
the  caufe  of  Men  of  Letters^,  whom  you  treat  fo 
very  freely. 

You 
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You  have  nothing,  my  dear  Luzincourt,  in 
common  with  thofe  I  take  the  liberty  to  laugh 
at,  replied  the "  Vifcount;  I  attack:  intriguers 
only.  Woe  be  to  him  who  is  offended  at  my. 
criticifm,  tor  he  accufes  himfelf.  I  might  name 
many  befides  you,  Luzincourt,  whom  I  admire 
and  efteem. 

Not  readers  of  their  Manufcripts,  I  imagine. 

It  is  pofTible  to  give  into  this  fafhion  through 
weaknefs,  or  out  of  real  complaifance ;  and  this 
is  what  I  always  fuppofe  when  the  Author  is  not 
a  known  Partifan. 

But  wherefore  all  this  animofity,  faid  Madame 
de  Champrofe,  againft  thefe  poor  Partizans  ? 
What  harm  have  they  done  you  ? 

A  great  deal  5  they  weary  me,  and  write  bad 
books. 

You  reproach  them  with  an  involuntary  crime. 

That  I  beg  leave  to  deny;  for,  .were  they  to 
confecrate  that  time  to  labour  and  reflection  they 
give  to  intrigue,  they  would  either  write  better 
or  not  write  at  all.  I  know  fome  who  really  pof- 
fefs  abilities,  which  are  loft  for  want  of  cultivation. 
Befides,  the  fpirit  of  party  narrows  the  mind,  ex- 
terminates feeling,  and  depraves  the  heart.  How 
can  a  man  unceafingly  bufy  himfelf  about  the 
little  arts  of  Cabal,  and  preferve  fublime  and  noble 
fentiments  ?— An  impartial  and  reafonable  Man 
JB  5  °f 
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of  Letters,  who  would  take  the  trouble  to  unveil 
the  myfreries  and  little  fcandals  of  Cabal  to  the 
public  eye,  would  render  Literature  a  moft  ef- 
fential  fervice. 

Do  you  recollect,  interrupted  Luzincourt,  the 
fortitude  necefTary  for  fuch  an  undertaking  ?  He 
who  writes  againft  Religion  and  Morality  may 
pleafe  a  great  part  of  the  Public,  and  will  offend 
none  but  good  people,  who  never  entertain  hatred  5 
they  are  fatisfted  with  complaining  of,  or  defpi- 
iing,  the  Author:  but  he  who  fhould  difclofe  the 
fecrets  of  intrigue,  would  draw  upon  himfelf  an 
innumerable  crowd  of  envenomed  foes,  the  more 
dangerous  inafmuch  as  there  is  no  curb,  no  prin- 
ciple, to  reftrain  the  excefs  of  their  refentment. 
Do  you  not  behold  the  audacious  Author,  falling 
a  victim  to  thofe  mean  tricks  and  obfcure  ma- 
noeuvres which  he  fo  imprudently  defpifed?  To 
know  them  is  not  to  be  guarded,  againft  them. 
Imagine  then  the  confequences  of  fuch  an  enter- 
prize;  the  cries,  the  clamours,  the  furies  of 
Hatred ;  aftcnimed  Journalifts,  bitter  Criticifms, 
Satires,  Libels ;  in  facl:,  all  which  Anger,  Re- 
venge, and  Party  can  produce. 

You    will    allow  merit  in  forefeeing  all  this, 

and    yet   encountering   it  all. There   would, 

no  doubt,  be  a  thoufand  fecret  Arts,  Calumnies, 
Libels,  and  all  you  have  defcribed,  excepting  cries 

and 
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and  clamours.  The  people,  we  fpeak  of,  wiili  not 
to  excite  thcfe,  except  when  they  write  againft 
Religion  or  Government.  They  underfland  their 
own  principles  too  well  to  increafe  the  rumour, 
which  a  work  like  this,  full  of  bold  and  ufeful 
truths,  ought  naturally  to  incite;  they,  en  the 
contrary,  would 'affect  the  utmofr.  indifference,  a 
kind  of  contempt,  were  you  to  afk  them  about 
the  work  ;  though  there  had  been  an  edition  of 
it  fold  in  a  week,  they  would  negligently  reply 
they  had  not  read  it ;  except  you  were  fuppofed 
to  be  an  enemy  of  the  Author;  in  which  cafe 
they  would  tell  you,  in  a  pofuive  but  cold  and 
tranquil  way,  the  work  was  good  for  nothing, 
that  it  was  befides  intolerably  malignant;  then, 
with-vt  feemiau;  to  think  it  worthy  farther  no- 
tice, vvould  change  the  difcoiu-fe  to  any  trifling, 
indifferent  fubject. 

Really,  faid  Madame  de  Champrofe,  I  fhould 
then  think  their  conduct  fublime.  Paflion  per- 
fuades  ncbody,  while  thai  A\-'  of  coolnefs  is  im- 
pofmg,  and,  in  the  eyes  .  .ools,  at  Icaft,  gives 
calumny  an  appearance  or  reafon.  But  how  will 
you  make  this  prudent  plan  a^ree  with  thofe  biting 
Libels  and  Satires,  of  which  you  juft  now  fpoke  ? 

Libels  excite  attention;  ncr  are  their  Author ; 
ignorant,  that  they  give  i  iore  celebrity  than: 
they  can  do  harm, 

B  6  Very 
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Very  true  ;  but  paflion  makes  an  Author  in- 
confident ;  and  the  pleafure  of  defaming,  beyond 
bounds,  a  perfon  he  hates,  the  hope  of  ruining, 
and  driving  his  enemy  to  defpair,  urges   him  to 
exceed  probability.     As  for  fociety  he  dares  not 
exceed  a  certain  point ;  nay,  not  to  appear  unjufr, 
is  obliged  to  mix  up  a  little  occafional  praife  with 
his  cenfure.     Whereas,  in  an  anonymous  Pam- 
phlet, all  thefe  conftraints  are  evaded,  which  De- 
corum and  Policy  impofe. 

But  how  could  you,  Vifcount,  know  all  this  ? 

When  men  of  the  world  are  men  of  obfer- 
vation,  they  know  more  than  all  the  Philofophers ; 
though,  if  they  do  not  obtain  a  knowledge  of 
the  human  heart,  and  a  truth  and  delicacy  in 
their  remarks,  they  may  pafs  their  lives  in  the 
moft  extensive  Societies,  without  ever  acquiring 
much  wifdom.  No  writer  has  dared  to  paint,  in 
a  circumftantial  manner,  the  various  arts  of  the 
Literati  (a}.  All  Authors,  almoft,  have  flattered 
each  other ;  feveral  of  them  have  drawn  a  parallel 
between  men  of  letters  and  men  of  the  world ; 
in  which,  for  the  honour  of  the  corps  to  which 
they  belonged,  they  never  failed  to  give  themfelves 

(a)  Let  this  be  xinderftood  as  fpoken  in  general  j  and 
be  it,  at  the  fame  time,  acknowledged  with  pleafure,  that 
truth  and  juftice  may  admit  many  exceptions. 

the 
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the  preference.     Many  a  time  have  I  been  temp- 
ted to  anfwer  them  like  the  Lyon  in  the  Fable. 

The  thing  reversed  had  been,  and  true,, 
Could  Lions  paint  as  well  as  you  (rf). 

But  this  cannot  be  faid  at  prefent,  replied  Lu- 
zincourt ;  for  Lions,  as  you  are  pleafed  to  call 
yourfelves,  do  paint. 

Yes,  yes,  but  they  do  not  exhibit ;  and  Manu- 
fcripts,  in  Literature,  have  no  great  authority. 

It  feems  to  me,  that  an  illuftrious  Writer,  in 
his  Perfian  Letters,  has  treated  Men  of  Litera- 
ture, the  Journalifts,  and  even  the  French  Aca- 
demy, without  the  leaft  ceremony. 

He  has  faid  many  excellent  things  on  this  fub- 
je6r,  as  well  as  on  others ;  but,  in  my  opinion, 
he  has  rather  written  a  Satire  than  a  temperate 
Criticifm  ;  and  violent  Satire  proves  nothing. 

«  Moft  Authors,"  fays  Monfieur  de  Montef- 
quieu,  "  refemble  Poets,  who  patiently  endure 
"  beating  ;  but  who,  free  of  their  fhoulders,  are  in- 
"  tolerably  jealous  Oif  their  works  ;  to  which  they 
«  will  not  fuffer  the  leaft  offence  to  be  offered  (£)." 

Befides, 

(a)  See  La    Fontaine's  Fable  of  the    Pi&ore    of  the 
Lion  vanquifhedby  the  Man. 

(b)  His  manner  of  defcribing  the  French  Academy  is 
not  more  moderate.     «*  I  have  heard/'  fays  Rica,  *'  of  a 

"  fort 
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Befide?,  the  crrticifms  of  M.  de  Montefquieu, 
are  too  abfolute  ;  he  does  not  feem  to  admit  excep- 
tions ;  and  ranges,  without  diftincKon,  all  Men 
of  Letters  under  the  fame  clafs ;  he  feems  to 
think  them  all  caballers  and  contemptible ;  he 
never  allows  there  are  many  worthy  to  be  pro- 
pofed  as  models,  and  truly  valuable  bv  their  vir- 
tues and  genius  ;  yet  fuch  would  be  the  language 
of  reafon  and  impartiality. 

I  am  of  your  opinion,  cried  Luzincourt;  and 
think  that  thofe  who  have  undertaken  to  criti- 
ctfe  Men  of  Letters,  have  too  often  forgotten  juf- 
tice  and  decorum ;  and,  at  the  fame  time,  have 

f{  fort  of  Tribunal,  called  the  French  Academy,  than 
«'  which  nothing  in  (his  world  is  lefs  revered  ;  for,  as  I 
«'  am  told,  as  foe  n  as  they  have  pa  fled  fentence,  the  Pub- 
*£  lie  reverfe  the  '  'ecree..— — The  Judges,  in  this  Court,, 
<(  have  nothing  to  ''••  Hut  babbie  5.  flattery  comes  by 
*f  inftinft,  and  takes  part  in  their  eternal  prating  j  and 
«  no  faoner  is  a  Member  initiated  than  the  Daemon 
«*  of  Panegvric  enters  him,  never  to  quite  his  tenement. 
"  T'..;3  Bcc'y  has  Forty  .Jeads — Eyes  are  out  of  (he 
«*•  queftion  j  it  reems  coi  -;•-  d  to  fpealc  only,  not  to  fee. 
"  It  never  Hands  firm  :n  it's  feet  ;  for  Time,  who  is 
<*  it's  eternal  Foe,  fhakes  it  every  inftant,  and  pulls  down 
"  all  it  ere&s.  Formerly  its  Hands  were  faid  to  be 
"  griping,  but  of  this  I  dial  I  be  filent,  and  le.ve  thofe 
**  who  are  better  informed  to  fpeak." 

JLettrcs  Periannes,  Letter  LXXIV. 

never 
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never   properly   painted    their    moft    ridiculous 
foibles  (.?). 

It 

(a)  I  find  truth,  however,  In  the  following  Critic! fm : 
the  Author  fpeaks  of  falfe  Philosophers  thus  : — "  Did 
"  Wits  content  themfelves  with  impofing  on  the  vulgar 
t(  only,  concerning  fuch  important  trifles  ns  employ 
«'  themfclves,  and  fo  be  the  arbitrators  of  which,  for- 
«*  m-rly,  Satisfied  their  pride,  they  would  be,  at  wcrft, 
"  but  u&lefs  ;  but  they  pietend  to  defpotifm  on  far 
««  more  feitous/ubjeclsr  Government,  Morals,  and  even 
«'  Religion,  tail  within  their  jurifdicTon ;  nor  are  we 
*«  permitted  to  believe  what  they  hold  unworthy  of  be- 
«  lief.  They  preach  up  Tolerance,  but  perfecute  who- 
«'  ever  differ  from  them  ;  call  themfelves  Citizens  of  the 
€t  wc/:d,  but  have  no  love  for  their  Country  j  which 
ic  they  do  not  hen"  tare  to  djHurb,  by  the  moft  dangerous 
'*  fyftemsj  ,?p;J,  finally,  beftovr  the  fine  titles  of  Phi- 
"  Jofophers  upon  themfelves.  This  word,  which  once 
"  only  meant  a  Lover  ofJFifdom,  has,  with  them,  a  much 
«  morefublime  Hgnification.  The  Philofophets  of  An- 
tl  tiquicy  were  but  the  DifcJples  of  the  Sage ;  our  Phi- 
<*  lofophers  are  Sap-c<;  themfcivesj  in  ciinlity  of  which 
"  they  ere6l  themfeives  into  I.egifhtor?,  not  only  of 
'«  Literature,  but  of  our  Political  ?nd  Religions  Creed. 
"  They  are  Founders  !  Inftitutors  !  Apofties  !  What 
*'  are  they  not  ?"  Traife  de  /'  Amitle. 

This  free,  unafTuming,  and  temperate  pafTage,  is  writ, 
ten  by  a  <-•;?». an,  Madame  de  *  *  *,  Author  of  feveral 
defervedly  efteemed  works.  She  has  written  a  Treatife 
on  Friend fni pi  a  Treatife  on  the  Paffio^sj  Thoughts 
and  Moral  Reflexions}  Novels  j  and  has  tranfl.ued 

Works 
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It  was  not  long,  after  this  converfation,  before 
Luzincourt  had  reafon  to  be  convinced,  the  Vif- 
count  had  not  been  guilty,  in  all  he  had  faid,  of 
the  leaft  deviation  from  truth. 

Aurelia  had  no  longer  any  prejudices  againft 
Luzincourt;  but  fhe  was  not  yet  acquainted  with 
the  character  of  Damoville.  She  ftill  fuppofed 
he  had  a  vaft  friendship  for  Luzincourt;  and 
imagined  that  an  exceilive  and  unreafonable  deli- 
cacy often  rendered  him  too  fufceptible,  exigent, 
and  fometimes  unjuft.  She  read  again  the  work 
of  Luzincourt,  and  could  not  help  fecretly 
thinking  that  Damoville  pofTefied  neither  the 
fame  extent  of  obfervation,  tafte,  nor  greatnefs 
of  mind.  But  nobody  praifed  Luzincourt;  he, 
was  read,  but  not  purred;  on  the  contrary,  he 
was  defamed  by  many. 

To  balance  her  good  opinion  of  the  latter,  fhe 
was  much  ftruck  by  the  reputation  of  Damoville ; 
it  flattered  her  vanity,  and  made  the  teftimony  of 
her  heart  waver.  As  to  the  Men  of  Letters 
Damoville  had  introduced  to  her  acquaintance, 
fhe  began  to  fee  them  as  they  were,  with  ridicu- 
lous pretenfions,  exceffive  and  filly  pride,  and 
much  more  pedantry  than  knowledge.  Often 

Works  on  Chymiftry  and  Experimental  Philofophy, 
from  the  Englifh,  to  which  fhe  has  added  very  inftruc- 
tire  Notes. 

would 
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would  flie  fay  to  herfelf,  Wherefore  is  under- 
Handing  given,  if  it  cannot  teach  us  the  art  to 
pleafej  if  it  can  neither  beftow  propriety,  good 
tafte,  nor  elegant  manners,  which  are  the  de- 
lights of  fociety  ? 

Damoville  told  Aurelia,  in  confidence,  to- 
wards the  clofe  of  Winter,  he  was  going  to  pub- 
lifh  a  Philofophic  Work,  which  would  make  a 
great  noife.  His  Novel,  contrary  to  his  ex- 
pectations, had  produced  no  effect,  but  for  this 
time,  he  was  not  deceived.  He  openly  attacked 
Religion  in  his  work;  it  was  cenfured,  prohi- 
bited, and,  confequently,  fold,  to  the  very  laft 
copy,  in  lefs  than  a  fortnight. 

Luzincourt  feeing  the  confequences  of  this 
kind  of  fame,  to  the  Author,  fuppofed  him  af- 
fli&ed,  or  frightened,  at  lead;  he  therefore  re- 
turned purpofely,  from  the  country,  to  afford  him 
every  fervice  in  his  power.  He  arrived  about  five 
in  the  evening,  and  found  Damoville  drefr.  to  go 
out ;  he  went  with  him  into  his  cabinet,  and,  as 
foon  as  they  were  alone,  faid,  I  am  happy  to  ob- 
ferve,  my  friend,  you  have  fo  much  fortitude. 

Damoville  burft  into  a  laugh.  What  didft 
thou  think  then,  cried  he,  to  find  me  overwhelmed 

in  confternation  ? Dofl  thou  not  know,  that 

the  work  was  brought  up  as  foon  as  it  appeared  ? 
Never  was  feen  fuch  fuccefs ;  I  have  not  a  fmgle 

copy 
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copy  left.  I  am  now  preparing  a  fecond  edition, 
in  which  I  fhall  infert  a  few  things  that  cannot 
fail  of  their  effect.  They  may,  perhaps,  pro- 
cure the  work  the  honour  of  being  publickly 
burnt;  if  my  ambition  does  not  deceive  me,  I 
think  I  may  reafonably  expect  it. 

Suppofe  you  fhould  be  banifhed  ? 

Pray  heaven  I  may !  What  importance  would  it 
give  my  work!  I  fhould  be  received  like  a  man  of 
Genius,  a perfecuted  Hero,  in  foreignlands,  whence 
I  fhould  inundate  France  with  an  ocean  of  ink 
•which  never  will  flow  from  my  pen,  if  they  take 
no  notice  of  me.  The  difficulty  of  obtaining  per- 
miflion  to  print  in  France  is  a  thing  which  will, 
henceforth,  claim  my  attention.  I  have  made 
trial,  and  find  how  it  may  be  turned  to  account. 
Yes,  my  friend,  you  now  behold  me  ranked  with 
Philofophers(tf),  who  have  protected,  fupported 
me.  I  now  am  out  of  their  debt.  By  adopting 
their  principles,  I  am  become  their  equal,  and  may 
depend  upon  their  conftant  and  faithful  friendihip. 
-  What  if  you  are  deprived  of  liberty? 

Pihaw  !  Perfecution  is  not  fo  outrageous  as  we 
pretend.  Who  among  us  has  ever  fallen  a  vic- 
tim to  his  audacity  ?  We  talk,  continually,  of  fuch 

(a)  It  fhonld  not  be  forgotten  that  Damoville  fpeaks, 
and  not  the  Aufiorj  I  certainly  rever  fhouJd  confjund 
Philofophers  with  fuch  people. 

things* 
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things,  without  troubling  ourfelves  about  their 
reality,  provided  we  may  but  declaim  and  write 
differ tations.  Perfecution  is  now  no  more;  its 
abufes  and  revolting  abfurdities  were  known  be- 
fore the  writings  of  Voltaire.  Was  the  Author 
of  VHlftolre  des  Oracles  (<?J,  one  of  the  founders 
of  Modern  Philofophy,  perfecuted  ?  Yet  there 
does  not  exift  a  work  of  the  kind,  the  intention 
of  which  may  be  more  eafily  feen  through  (£). 
What  Man  of  Letters,  fmce  Fontenelle,  has  loft 
his  property  or  liberty  in  the  fame  caufe  ?  I  re- 
member none.  No,  no,  it  is  perfectly  well  un- 
derflood,  that  Religion  cannot  receive  a  more 
fatal  wound,  than  by  perfecting  in  it's  name. — 
£)o  not  be  uneafy,  my  friend ;  thy  fears  for  me 
are  all  chimerical.  But  it  is  half  pafl  five  o'clock  $ 
\vilt  thou  go  with  me  to  the  Theatre  ? 

Luzincourt  accepted  the  proportion,  and  im- 
mediately went  with  Damoviile. 

The  two  Authors  placed  themfelves  in  the  Pit, 
where  Damoviile  perceived,  atfomediilance,aMan 
of  Literature,  and  one  of  his  friends.  Is  not  that 
Blinval  ?  cried  he.  He  has  been  to  Flanders ;  I  did 
not  know  he  was  returned.  Some  days  before  his 
departure,  he  publiflied  a  kind  of  Poem,  in  profc, 

(a]  The  Hiftory  of  Oracles,  by  M.  de  Fontenelle. 
(i&)  Therefore    Ins   this    work   been  fo   much   praifed, 
though  it  is  equally  dull  and  ill  written. 

which 


20      THE    TALES   OF   THE   CASTLE, 
which  has  had  but  little  fuccefs ;   and  yet  there 
is  Pbilofophy  in  it. 

Yes,  replied  Luzincourt,  laughing,  bat  it  was 
not  prohibited^  and  it  remains  with  the  Bookfeiler.. 
Damoville  rofe  to  get  nearer  to  Blinval,  wha 
likewife  made  his  approaches.  Blinval  gave 
Damoville  joy  of  his  fame,  and  of  his  happinefs 
likewife  5  and  he,  in  return,  praifed  Blinval's 

Poem. Would   you  believe,   faid   the   latter, 

fighing,  it  has  neither  been  cenfured  nor  pro- 
hibited ? 

Why  really  this  is  inconceivable. 

My  Paragraph  upon  Tolerance. 

I  remember         It  is  very  daring. 

I  may  &y,  I  never  faw>  in  any  work,  bolder 

touches The  intention  was  vifible  enough; 

and  yet  it  pafled  unnoticed. — I  am  juft  now, 
however,  writing  a  thing  on  Perfection,  which 
will  rouze  them  from  their  lethargy,  or  I  am  de- 
ceived.  Indeed,  if  it  does  not,  I  muft  quit 

the  trade,  for  it  will  not  be  worth  following. 

Luzincourt  liftened  with  attention  to  this  cu- 
rious Dialogue;  and,  as  foon  as  he  came  home,, 
faithfully  wrote  it  down.  If  ever  I  fhould  preach 
on  Tolerance,  faid  he,  I  will  not  repeat  the  com- 
mon-place things  that  are  now  worn  fo  thread- 
bare, I  will  only  tranfcribe  this  fhort  converfation 
between  Blinval  and  Damoville;  for  truths,,  fa 

frankly 
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frankly  exprefied,  ought  to  make  a  deep  impref- 
fion. — Poor  Authors,  who  abandon  the  right 
caufe,  only  to  enfure  the  fale  of  your  works, 
what  muft  become  of  ye,  if,  inftead  of  lighting 
up  that  indignation,  the  effects  of  which  you 
find  fo  ufeful,  you  fhould  excite  nothing  but  vir- 
tuous Companion,  and  that  cold  quiet  Contempt 
which  Folly  and  obfHnacy  ought  ever  to  infpire. 

When  Luzincourt  had  written  this  reflexion 
in  his  Diary,  he  went  to  fup  at  Aurelia's.  He  had 
not  feen  her  fince  the  appearance  of  Damoville's 
work;  and,  notwithftanding  all  that  was  faid, 
concerning  its  pretended  merits,  flie  could  not 
admire  vain  declamations,  the  tendency  of  which 
was  the  deiiru&ion  of  Religion. 

Damoville  could  feign ;  but  his  natural  levity 
and  indifcretion  would  not  admit  of  permanent 
and  confident  diilimulation.  Intoxicated  with 
fame,  and  the  praifes  which  thofe  who  call  them- 
felves  Philofophers,  fo  prodigally  beftowed,  he 
could  neither  moderate  nor  conceal  his  exceffive 
joy.  Aurelia  eafily  read  his  heart,  dilcovered 
his  intentions,  motives,  policy,  and,  in  a  word, 
his  whole  fyftem. 

Errors  of  the  underftanding  (he  could  have  ex- 
cufed ;  but  fhe  heartily  defpifed  a  man  without 
principles  or  character,  influenced  by  the  fpirit  of 
Party,  guided  by  the  worit  kind  of  vanity,  preme- 

ditatedly 
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ditatedly  dangerous,  lefs  blind  than  wilful,  and 
facrificing  every  thing  to  intereft,  and  the  mad 
defire  of  being  talked  of. 

Thus  informed,  Aurelia  delighted  to  compare 
the  conduct  of  Damoville  to  that  of  Luzincourt, 
nor  could  {he  unveil  the  firfl  without  doing  juftice 
to  the  fecond.  She  found  how  much  preferable 
\vas  the  reputation  of  Luzincourt  to  that  of  Da- 
moville. -The  latter,  faid  fhe,  it  is  true,  is  highly 
puffed,  but  by  whom  ?  By  people  who  praife  his 
talents  becaufe  he  praifes  theirs ;  who  efteem  his 
writings  becaufe  he  writes  their  opinions.  They 
have  faid  to  him,  "  Imbibe  our  maxims,  copy, 
"  repeat  what  we  have  been  repeating  thefe  thirty 
cc  years,  and  we  will  maintain  you  are  a  Man  of 
cc  Genius."  Such  is  the  foundation  of  his  fame. 

Luzincourt  has  no  puffers,  for  he  difdains  cabal- 
ling, intriguing,  and  party  fpirit ;  he  has  enemies, 
for  he  is  impartial,  and  dares  proclaim  whatever 
he  thinks  ufeful  truths :  he  has  no  enthufiaftic 
Partifans,  for,  far  from  flattering,  he  combats  the 
paffions,  refpe&s  Religion  and  Morality,  and  is 
.more  defirous  of  gaining  information  than  of  plea- 
fing.  Morality,  indeed,  be  it  prefented  under 
what  feducing  form  it  may,  will  ever  wear  an  au- 
flere  afpecl: :  a  falutary  leflbn  may  be  heard  with 
.pleafure,  and  it's  utility  felt,  but  never  received 
with  tranfport:  therefore  are  moral  works  rather 

profound 
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profound  than  attractive^  and  do  not  incite  en- 
.thuflaim  in  even  thofe  who  tafte  their  beauties : 
they  are  fpokcn  of  with  more  efteem  than  afTe&ion. 

Who  then  are  the  admirers  of  Luzincourt  ? 
Good  Citizens  ;  all  who  love  Virtue.  Who  are 
his  Enemies  ?  Impious  Atheifts,  Caballers,  and 
all  who  have  neither  principles  nor  morals.  The 
number  may  terrify,  but  the  moft  inveterate  De- 
tractor never  will  dare  affirm  an  Author,  of  ir- 
reproachable purity,  can  be  a  contemptible  Au- 
thor ;  while  Reafon,  equitable  and  fcvere,  will 
always  regard  as  fuch,  in  fpite  of  his  abilities, 
the  unfortunate  Writer  who  endeavours  to  cor- 
rupt his  Readers. 

Such  were  the  reflections  of  Aurelia,  which, 
yet,  flie  would  not  communicate  to  Luzincourt. 
Before  (he  would  place  unbounded  confidence  in 
.him,  fhe  wiftied  more  intimately  to  know  his  cha- 
racter and  fenti  orients.  One  day,  being  alone 

with   him,  fhe  faid 1  love  the  fimplicity  of 

your  manners  and  conduct,  but  think  ycu  carry 
your  contempt  of  Fortune  and  literary  Honours, 
to  which  you  have  a  juft  pretenfion,  too  far. 

I  aflure  you,  madam,  far  from  defpifing  the 
honours  you  allude  to,  I  think  highly  of  them. 

And  yet  you  have  never  been  a  Candidate  for 
the  Prize  of  Eloquence. 

Remember 
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Remember  the  difficulty  of  the  attempt,  ma* 
dam.  The  Academy  gives  a  fubjecl:,  prefcribes 
the  length  of  the  work,  and  afterwards  commands 
you  to  praife  and  be  eloquent.  Be  my  wifhes 
ever  fo  ardent,  it  is  neceflary,  in  order  to  exert 
1  my  powers,  that  the  fubjeft  fhould  pleafe  me; 
that  the  perfon  on  whom  I  write  an  Eulogium  be 
fuch  a  one,  precifely,  as  I  myfelf  would  have  fe- 
lected  from  among  all  the  great  men  who  have 
ever  exifted,  if  I  defired  to  praife  an  individual ; 
and  that  the  length,  prefcribed  by  the  Academy, 
fhould  accord  with  my  plan.  Were  not  all  thefe 
accidents  to  meet,  I  own  I  fhould  poflefs  neither 
feeling,  fancy,  nor  truth ;  fhould  be  cold,  em- 
phatical,  and  incorre&;  in  fhort,  fhould  write 
a  vile  panegyric. 

Write,  however,  write;  they  will  give  you 
credit  for  your  good- will ;  and,  it  feems  to  me, 
that  has  long  been  all  they  have  required. 

Pardon  me,  madam;  they  have,  as  you  fay, 
no  doubt,  a  remarkable  degree  of  indulgence,  in 
many  refpe&s ;  but  there  is  one  thing  they  pofitive- 
ly  require,  to  which  I  could  not  poflibly  fubmit. 

What  is  that  ? 

It  is  an  eflablifhed  ufage,  and  cuftom  has  made 
it  a  law,  that  the  fubje&s  fhould  all  be  treated  in 
the  fame  form  and  ftyle ;  the  fame  expreflions,  the 

iamc 
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fame  metaphors,  muft  be  employed  to  praife  a 
Painter  and  Turenne,  a  man  of  wit,  or  Henry  IV. 
Infornuch  that  the  difcourfe  might  at  any  time  be 
written  before  the  fubject  of  it  was  known,  leav- 
ing only  proper  blanks  for  the  name,  and  adding, 
as  foon  as  the  Great  Man  (hould  be  announced  a 
few  Anecdotes  and  felecl:  Repartees  :  for  thefe 
ornaments  are  held  indifpenfible. 

I  fee  you  are  right,  and  I  am  now  perfuaded 
that  moft  of  the  Eulogiums  I  have  read  have  been 
thus  written,  But,  well  remembered— Do  you 
know  Damoville's  Comedy  is  to  be  played  at  the 
French  Theatre  to-morrow  ?  I  have  a  Box,  and, 
I  mull  infift  upon  it,  you  fhall  go  with  me. 

Luzincourt  durft  not  refufe,  and  went, 

The  Piece,  in  fpite  of  Partizans,  and  all  the 
prudent  precautions  of  Damoville,  had  exactly 
the  reception  foretold  by  the  Vifcount  de  Val- 
rive.  Redoubled  applaufes,  during  the  firfl  fcene, 
Efficiently  fpoke  the  good  will  of  one  part  of  the 
Pit :  various  Ladies  in  the  Boxes,  who  were  ani- 
mated by  the  recollection  of  having  heard  it  read, 
joined  with  tranfport.  More  than  one  fan  was 
broken  :  and  this  continued  through  the  half  of 
the  firft  A6t. 

In  the  fecond  the  plaudits  were  not  fo  loud, 
for  the  audience  began  to  hear  j  and,  in  the  third, 
the  moft  zealous  Partizans  feemed  quite  overcome 

VOL.  v.  C  Witli 
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with  wearinefs.  When  the  curtain  dropt,  taw- 
ever,  a  few  timid  and  half  daring  voices  cslled 
for  the  Author,  but  no  echo  replied  ;  and  Aure- 
lia,  at  quitting  her  Box,  faid  to  Luzincourt,  they 
might  have  fpared  their  trouble,  the  Piece  can 
never  do.  Poor  Damoville !  ^ow  uneafy  he 
will  be  this  evening.  What  (hall  we  fay  to  him  ? 
For  there  is  no  faying  the  Piece  was  not  con- 
demned ;  and  what  confolations  can  be  offered 
to  an  Author  under  public  condemnation  ? 

Thefe  reflections  only  proved  Aurelia's  inexpe- 
rience ;  this  fhe  was  foon  convinced  of:  Damo- 
ville, according  to  his  promife,  came  to  fupper, 
was  announced,  and  Aurelia  was  thinking  of 
fomething  to  fay  concerning  the  injuftice  of  the 
Public,  when  he  approached  her  with  a  trium- 
phant air.  I  am  come  a  little  late,  faid  he,  for 
as  I  left  the  Theatre,  I  met  with  feveral  perfons 
of  my  acquaintance,  and  one  cannot  get  away, 
one  is  obliged  to  receive  compliments  and  congra- 
tulations according  to  cuftom.  In  facl:  I  have  rea« 
fon  to  be  fatisfied;  I  was  informed  there  would 
be  a  formidable  party  againft  me,  and  perhaps  they 
may  be  more  fuccefsful  another  time ;  to  day  they 
durft  not  fliew  their  good  intentions,  becaufe  they., 
found  the  Public  was  not  with  them.  But  pray 
tell  me,  madam,  how  you  were  pleafed  ? 

This 
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This  queftion  was  fo  unforefeen  that  Aurelia 
was  confounded  ;  (he  blufhed,  frammered,  but 
made  no  reply.  Damoville,  turning  towards  the 
reft  of  the  company,  obliged  them  all,  by  his 
queflions,  to  affirm  his  Piece  had  had  the  greareft 
fuccefs ;  then,  returning  to  Aurelia,  faid,  Did 
not  you  remark,  madam,  how  the  Public  felt 
that  pafTage  which  terminates  the  fecond  Scene 
of  the  third  Aft  ? 

Yes,  all  was  attention,  all  was  calm. 
I  never  heard  more  applaufe  than  in  the  frrft 
A£t,  which  you  know  is  full  of  wit;  but,  the 
moment  they  began  to  be  interefled  in  the  Plot, 
there  was,  as  you  have  well  obferved,  a  mod  re  - 
markable  and  redoubled  attention.  No  more 

noife It  was  then  that  I  was  really  fatisfied  j 

and  the  more  fo  becaufe  the  Piece  is  not  writ- 
ten to  pleafe  the  Pit;  the  touches  are  too  fine, 
too  delicate,  and  it  abounds  in  fuch  kind  of  ftrokes. 
Supper  was  ferved,  and  the  company  fat  down 
to  table,  where  Damoville  affe&ed  the  utmoft 
gaiety.  It  required  not  much  penetration,  how- 
ever, to  difcover  he  was  not  in  his  heart  fo  merry 
and  happy  as  he  would  feem. 

After   fupper   Damoville  again  talked   of  his 

Piece;  nor  did  he  forget  to  intereft  the  pride  of 

thofe  who  had  been  at  his  readings,  where  they 

had  maintained  it  was  excellent.     You  forefaw, 

C  2 


S'8  THE  TALES  O  F  T  H  £  C  \  S  T  L  E. 
you  predicted,  it's  fuccefs,  faid  he,  with  uncler- 
ftanding  and  tafte;  it  is  not  poffible  to  be  de- 
ceived, refpe&ing  the  merits  or  defeats  of  a  work 
of  imagination.  In  fine,  Damoville,  on  this  oc- 
cafion,  fliewed  himfelf  fuperior  to  fortune  ;  never 
was  defeat  fuftained  with  lefs  dejection,  never 
were  refources  better  underftood,  or  employed 
with  more  prcfence  of  mind. 

By  thus  (hewing  a  feigned  fatisfacStion,  he  im- 
pofed  on  many  people.  He  is  content,  and  no 
dcubt  has  caufe  fo  to  be,  faid  they.  He  could 
not,  however,  fuftain  this  prudent  diflimulation 
throughout ;  he  congratulated  himfelf  on  his 
fuccefs  in  his  preface,  but  affirmed,  at  the  fame 
time,  that  tafte  and  understanding  were  baniflied, 
and  that  we  were  again  declining  towards  barba- 
rity. Thus  it  is  that  difcontent  betrays  itfelf. 

Though  Luzincourt  did  not  entirely  know 
Aurelia's  fentiments,  he  could  eafily  perceive  (he 
had  loft  much  of  her  admiration  for  Damoville ; 
but  the  latter  fo  perfectly  poflefled  the  art  of  mak- 
ing himfelf  of  confequence  that  Luzincourt  durft 
not  fla'ter  himfelf  Aurelia  was  fully  convinced  con- 
cerning his  real  merit.  Damoville  knew  how  to 
make  himfelf  praifed,  in  her  prefence,  with  an  ad- 
drefs  that  might  well  impofe  upon  her.  The  oblig- 
ing things  which  had  been  faid  to  him  in  her  ab- 
fence  he  continually  recited,  but  with  fo  much  art 
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that  he  took  from  it  that  appearance  of  vanity 
which  fhocks  the  hearer.  Sometimes  he  aflumecl 
an  air  of  fentiment,  and  knowing,  as  he  faid,  how 
much  Aurelia  condescended  to  intereft  herfelf  in 
his  fuccefs,  told  her  of  all  that  made  him  happy  ;. 
which  confidence,  faid  he,  comes  from  the  heart, 
:md  is  not  the  effect  of  felf-love  j  neither  did  he 
wifh  any  other  perfon  to  know  fuch  things  :  he 
vaunted  of  the  good  opinion  others  had  of  him,, 
only  to  give  her  friendfnip  a  pleafure  it  fo  well  knew 
how  to  tafle ;  befide?,  he  dreaded  to  give  envy 
new  motives  to  defame  and  perfecute  him. 

Sometimes,  taking  another  tone,  he  would  re- 
peat, laughing,  and  feem  himfelf  to  difcredit  fomg 
flattering  thing  which  had  been  faid  of  him;  but 
which  was  rather  too  ftrong  to  be  told  ferioufly. 
In  which  cafe,,  he  fpcke  of  it  as  of  fomething- 
extravagant;  a. pleafant  kind  of  fally.  This  in- 
genious and  modeft  form  will  make  any  thing 
pafs;  the  misfortune  is,,  it  is  too  eafily  feen 
through.  Luzincourt  perceived  Damoville's  in- 
tentions, but  could  not  yet  difcover  what  im~ 
preflion  they  made  on  the  mind  of  Aurelia. 

One  evening,,  as  Luzincourt  fat  talking  with 
Aurelia,  a  fervant  came  for  him  from  the  Vif- 
count  de  Valrive,  defiring  him  to  come  inftantly 
to  the  Vifcount's  Sifter.-in-law.  He  went,  and, 
as  he  entered  the  chamber  of  Madame  de  Valrive, 
C  3  was 
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was  terrified  at  the  condensation  he  beheld  in 
every  countenance.  As  I  am  going,  dear  Lu- 
'zinccurt,  to  Verfailles,  faid  the  Vifcount, '  and 
fhall  not  return  to  dinner  to-mcrroWj  I  wiflied 
to  inform  you • 

Of  what  >    What  has  happened  ! 

A  dreadful  accident That  unfortunate  Ba- 
ron  de  Vercenay  ! Shot  himfelf  this  even- 
ing at  eight  o'clock,  and  fo  publickly  there  is  no 
poffibility  of  concealing  this  deplorable  event. 

The  Baron  de  Vercenay  !   Shot  himfelf! 

His  affairs  v/ere  greatly  deranged ;  but,  as  he. 
had  feveral  places  under  government,  he  might, 
by  retrenching,  and  facrificing  an  eftate,  have  paid 
bis  debts,  and  recovered  his  fortune,  in  four  or 
five  years.  Fie  was  magnificent,  loved  parade, 
and  could  not  refclve  en  fuch  prudent  .and  ra- 
tional means.  Haunted  by  his  creditors,  drove  to 
decide  on  iomething,  and  unreftrained  by  reli- 
gious principle?,  he  esfed  himfelf  of  an  exigence 
\vhich  was  become  burthcnfome.  He  lias  be- 
queathed a  wife  and  three  children  to  beggary ; 
for  his  death  has  taken  away  the  bounties  of  his 
Sovereign,  and  the  penfions  he  enjoyed.  This 
is  the  effect  of  Atheifm. 

And  fhall  Author?,  who  feck  to  overturn  reli-> 
gion,  dare  mention  Benevolence  and  Humanity  !» 

'Madame  \ 
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Madame  de  Valrive  fighed.  It  is  true,  fakl 
(he,  the  unhappy  Baron  never  read  any  but  books 
of  that  kind. 

One  remarkable  circumftance,  whifpered  the 
Vifcount  to  JLuzincourt,  if,  he  was  perfuaded 
Damoville's  book  was  a  wonderful  performance.- 
He  did  not  fail  to  buy  and  admire  a  work  that 
was  cenfured  and  prohibited;  and  it  was  found 
lying  open  on  a  table,  in  the  room  where  he  killed 
himfelf. 

Luzincourt  fhuddered  !  Thofe  who  have  written- 
fuch  works,  faid  he,  never  imagined  what  -would 
be  ti.j  i.orrid  confequences :  had  the  mo  ft  daring, 
the  moft  hardened  of  them  all  forefecn  them, 
had  they  reflected  but  a  moment  on  them,  they7 
would  have  ftarted  from  their  purpofes. 

Never,  faid  the  Vifcount,  was  fuicide  more' 
frequent  in  England,  than  it  has  been  for  thefe' 
laft  five  and  twenty  years  in  France.  No  man 
among  us  but  has  been  acquainted  with  fome 
one  who  has  murdered  himfelf.  Such  are  the 
pernicious  fruits  of  impiety. 

Many  of  thefe  v/or  :s,  I  own,  faid  Luzincourt, 
favour  Materialifm ;  but,  it  feems  to  me,  they 
feldom  dare  deny  the  exifteirceof  a  God,  and  that 
Deifm  is  much  more  common  than  Atheifm. 

Becaufe  it  was  eafily  forefeen  Deifm  would  en- 
gage more  Profelytes  than  Atheilm.    Every  thing' 
C  4  attefts 
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attefts  the  exiftence  of  a  God,  the  Creator  of  the 
Univerfe;  by  admitting  a  truth  fo  deeply  engra- 
ven on  the  heart  of  man,  thofe  who  attack  Reli- 
gion do  not  fhock  the  feeling  mind  fo  much,  and 
more  eafily  feduce  the  fupei  ficial ;  but  they  all 
agree,  the  wicked  {hall  not  receive  eternal  punifli- 
ment.  Could  they  fo  far  corrupt  my  heart  as  to 
perfuade  me  Louis  IX.  and  Cartouche  enjoy,  at 
this  moment,  the  fame  deftiny,  who  fhould  hin- 
<Ier  me  from  committing  a  convenient  crime,  not 
liable  to  be  difcovered  ?  If  life  were  burthenfome, 
•who  fnould  make  me  fupport  it  ?  How  Ihould 
I  overcome  pailion,  and  refift  unceafing  temp- 
tations to  do  ill  in  fecret,  and  with  impunity, 
could  I  fuppofe  God  beheld  all  my  actions  with 
equal  indifference,  and  that  his  juftice  would 
never  call  me  to  account  ?  Such  are  the  horrible 
effects  of  fyftems  fo  extravagant !  Oh  !  that 
thefe  pretended  Philofophers  could  hear  the  cries 
and  groans  of  this  wretched  Baron's  widow  ! 
That  they  beheld  her  pale,  difhevelled,  feized 
with  horror,  bathing  her  unfortunate  children 
in  her  tears,  and  exclaiming,  in  a  voice  inter,- 

rupted   by   fobs u  Oh   my  children,,    revere 

Religion!'* This  is  the  cry  of  a  defpairing 

heart,  accufing  thofe  corrupt  Writers,  of  it'r 
fatal  ills,  who  attack  Religion  with  fo  much 
coniiancy  and  rage. 

What 
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What  aftonifhes  me,  faid  Luzincourt,  is,  that 
it  can  be  fuppofed  thefe  pernicious  errors  are  feat- 
tered  through  a  love  of  humanity  !  Intend  they 
to  root  out  Fanaticifm  ?  It  had  no  exiftence, 
when  works  like  thefe  firft  appeared.  Befides, 
the  Gofpel  affords  the  bed  arms  to  encounter 
fuch  an  enemy.  They  cannot  certainly  pretend 
to  offer  Morality  more  pure  than  the  Gofpel. 

No ;  the  impoffibility  of  that  enterprize  is  ac- 
knowledged ;  it  is  allowed,. he  who  perfectly  could 
follow  the  precepts  of  the  Gofpel  would  be  the 
moft.  perfect  of  men.     Wherefore,  then,  root  out 
a  Religion  that  prefcribes  chaftity  and  obedience, 
to  Magi  ft  rates  and  Laws,  as  indifpenfible  duties;, 
that  commands  us  to  be  good,  patient,  moderate,, 
benevolent,  indulgent,  and  equitable ;  that  forbids, 
hatred  and  vengeance,  and  directs  us  not  only  to 
pardon,  but  to  render  good  for  evil?  Wherefore 
match  from  man  a  faith  which  might  render  him 
fo  heroically  virtuous,  or  take  from  the  wicked 
a  facred  curb  ?  Why  deprive  Virtue  of  a  rational 
motive,,  and  the  pleafure  of  afpiring  to  a  reward . 
worthy  to  excite  it's   fortitude;  or  ravifh  from, 
the  wretched  the  moft  certain  of  all  confolations, , 
and  the  only  one  which  can  give  them  ftrength 
to  fupport  perfecution,  hatred,  envy,  the-  lofs  of'' 
friends,  phyfical  evils,  and  excefs  of  miiery  ? 

C  5  Heaven  >. 
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Heaven  be  praifed,  replied  Luzincourt,  the 
motives  Religious  Detractors  have  to  write  thus 
are,  now,  no  longer  equivocal  j  they  are,  tole- 
rably well  known* 

The  Vi (count  rofe,  and  departed  for  Ver- 
faiilesj  and  Luzincourt  took  leave  of  Madame 
de  Valrive,  who  faid  to  him,  foftly,  This  dread- 
ful event  has  equally  affected  my  heart  and  un- 
derilanding,  and  reftored  me  thofe  principles 
which  dangerous  converfations  and  writings 
had  almoft  deftroyed. 

Luzincourt  was  too  melancholy  to  return  to 
Aurelia,  and,  therefore,  went  home,  where  he. 
found  a  letter,  which  he  opened,  and  faw  a  hand 
and  fignature  wholly  ftrange  to  him :  the  letter 
contained  what  follows  : 

From  the  Chateau  de***,  April  30,  17— 
<£  I  have  not  the  happinefs  to  be  known  to 
u  you,  fir,  and  yet  am  deeply  in  your  debt;  to 
"  acquit  myfelf  as  much  as  is  in  my  power,  I 
"  will  take  the  liberty  to  relate  my  {lory  in  as 
"  few  words  as  poilible. 

"  I   was  ten  years  old  when  my  father  died, 

*<  and  was  educated  by  a  virtuous  and  well-in- 

"  formed  mother,    between   whom    and   a    fitter 

*'  my  affection  was  wholly  divided  j  age  and  un- 

2  a  derilanding 
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cc  derftanding  did  but  increafe  fenfations  fo   na- 
"  tural  to  the  heart. 

ce  I  obtained  a  commiflion,  and  my  mother  and 
cc  fifter  continued  to  live  in  the  Chateau  where  I ' 
"  was  born.  During  ten  years,  I  conftantly 
"  continued  to  dedicate  all  the  time  I  had  to 
"  fpare  to  their  fociety ;  my  mother  was  happy, 
"  and  I  found  in  my  fifter  a  moft  amiable  friend. 

<c  Could   I    enjoy   greater    felicity  ? Alai  !    a 

"  fenfelefs  pride,  a  peurile  vanity,  deftroyed  it  all  ! 

"  My  name  is  Hot  illuftrious,  but  my  family  is 
"  one  of  the  moft  ancient  in  all  Franche-Comte, 
u  and  '  highly  valued  this  advantage.  A.  weak- 
"  nefs  like  this  is  the  more  dangerous  becaufe 
"  the  confequences  are  not  vifible  enough  to  make 
"  us  wifh  to  furmount  it.  I  foon,  however, 
u  found  how  fatal  it  might  be  to  happinefs.  I 
u  wifhed  to  procure  an  honourable  match  for  my 
u  fifter  j  fhe  refufed  her  confent,  owned  her  heart 
c5  v\as  no  longer  free,  and  faid,  her  mother  au- 
"  thorized  her  inclinations.  The  choice  fhe 
"  had  made  added  to  the  vexation  her  refufal 
"  caufed.  She  loved  a  man  of  merit,  with  a  mo- 
44  derate  fortune  ;  but  he  was  not  a  gentleman. 

"  I  did  every  thing  in  my  power  to  prevent  the 

"  marriage,    the  idea   of  which  my    pride  could 

"  not  fupport ;    but  all  my    efforts  were   ufelefs, 

<c  and  my  fifter  efpoufed  the  man  of  her  heart.     I 

C  6  "  quitted 
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*c  quitted  the  country,  and,  forgetting  all  I  owed 
*{  my  mother,  fwore  never  to  return ;  that  I 
u  might  never  more  fee  a  fifter,  who  was  become 
"  almoft  an  object  of  hatred  to  me,  and  from 
<c  whom  my  mother  would  not  part. 

"  I  came  to  Paris,  and  gave  into  every  diifipa~ 
<c  tion  which  could  make  me  lofe  the  memory 
"  of  an  event  which  had  cut  me  to  the  heart.  I 
<c  formed  fome  agreeable  connections,  but  they 
<c  appeared  cold  when  I  recollected,  in  fpite  of 
"  myfelf,  the  pleafing  intimacy  which  nature 
"  and  habit  had  formed,  and  the  charms  which 
<c  I  had  tailed.  Six  years  did  I  pafs  in  this  fitua- 
<(  tion,  difcontented,  unhappy,  endeavouring  to 
4C  forget,  and  perfuading  myfelf  my  mother 
*c  ought  to  have  facrificed  the  happinefs  of  my 
"  fifter,  and  confequently  her  own,  to  my  vanity. 

"  Having  never  had  real  friendship  for  any 
*c  perfon,  except  my  mother  and  my  fifter,  nor 
*c  ever  wifhed  to  replace  two  fuch  dear  friends, 
*c  I  concealed  my  cruel  griefs  in  my  bofom,  arid 
*c  was  deprived  of  the  advice  which  friendfliip 
*'  or  reafon  might  have  oftered.  At  laft,  how- 
<c  ever,  this  falutary  advice  has  been  given  mer 
44  and  by  you,  fir.  When  your  work  appeared, 
*c  I  was  not  at  Paris ;  various  occupations  pre- 
«'  vented  me  from  reading  it  till  the  month  of 
"  March  laft  >  it  was  then  I  began,,  for  the  firft 

"  time. 
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"  time,  a  book  which  produced  fo  ftrong  and' 
"  fingular  an  imprefiion  on  my  mind,  that  it  was 
"  impofiible  for  me  to  fay  whether  the  worlc 
"  was  well  written,  the  plan  good,  or  the  ideas 
"•new;  1  was  not  in  a  ftate  to  judge,  I  could 
«  only  feel  and  fhed  tears ;  nor  was  it  a  book, 
c(  but  a  dear  and  tender  friend  who  fpoke,  who- 
"  interrogated,  who  knew  me  better  than  I  knew 
"myfelf;  who,  while  he  unveiled  my  foibles,, 
<c  and  made  me  blufh  for  them,  taught  me  how 
"  to  conquer  and  expiate  them;  mingled  the 
<c  mildeft  corrfolations  with  reproach,  and  difco- 
i6  vered  the  true  fources  of  nappinefs. 

"  Oh  I  Sir,  you  who  have  never  written  but 
14  in  behalf  of  Religion  and  Morality,  accept  the 
"  fweet  reward  of  your  worthy  labours ;  learn 
<c  there  was  a  heart  led  aftray  by  hardened  pride,. 
<c  and  that  your  writings,  alone,  have  brought  it 
Ci  back  to  reafon,  nature,  and  virtue.  Sitting 
"  between  my  mother  and  my  fifter,  I  wrote  this 
"  letter ;  you  conducted  me  to  my  mother's 
•{  knees,  where  I  received  my  pardon ;  you 
*c  placed  my  fitter's  children  in  my  arms  ;  to  you 
ct  I  owe  their  innocent  carefles,  the  delicious 
"  tears  that  I,  and  thofe  who  love  me,  have  fhed, 
"  and  the  inexpreffible  joys  I  feel;  - 

"  Union  and  Peace  are  re-eftablifhed  in  this 
ct  houfe  j,  Content  reigns  here  3.  and  this  is  your 

"  doing ; 
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"  doing;  thefe  are  your  benefits;  this  pure  and 
"  fublime  fame  muft  affect  a  heart  like  your's. 
cc  Should  Hatred  or  Calumny  persecute  you, 
cc  how  eafily  may  you  brave  their  fury?  Re- 
"  member  the  virtuous  families  that  revere  and 
<c  blefs  you,  and  fometimes  read  this  letter. 

"  Le  Comte  de  F***." 

There  is  no  defcribing  the  efFecl:  this  letter  had 
on  Luzincourt ;  grateful  were  the  tears  that 
bathed  his  cheeks.  Oh  !  how  honourable,  cried 
he,  is  the  occupation  I  have  chofen,  when  it's 
duties  are  fulfilled  !  t  can  only  be  debafed  by  vice.. 

Luzincourt  was  ju(r.  Who  could  defpife  Men 
of  Letters,  were  they  always  guided  by  virtuous 
motives  ?  They  were  the  honour  of  the  Age  of 
Louis  XIV.  and  they  deferved  fo  to  be  ;  all  the 
celebrated  Authors  of  thoTe  times  refpedled  reli-. 
gion;  many  confecrated  their  talents  to  it's  glo- 
ry (#),  and  produced  thofe  immortal  works, 
which  will  ever  endure,  and  which  make  us 
equally  love  virtue  and  their  Authors. 

Luzincourt,  however,  unable  to  fupport  his 
incertitude,  concerning  the  real  fentiments  of 
Aurelia,  thought,  at  laft,  of  declaring  his  own  ; 
really  taking  it  for  granted,  that  a  woman,  whom 

(«)  Pafcal,   Bofluet,   Nicole,   the   two  Amaulds,   Fie-  , 
chier,  Bourdaloue,  Maflillon,  &c. 

he 
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he  had  loved  for  three  years,  had  never  difcovered 
his  fecret. 

Full  of  fears  and  uneafinefV,  he  went  to  Aure- 
lia,  whom  he  found  juft  returned  from  a  public 
fitting  of  the  French  Academy.  She  feemed 
greatly  agitated.  There  is  no  bearing  it,  (aid 
fhe,  to  Luzincourt,  all  is  loftj  neither  juftice, 
reafon,  nor  gallantry  remain. 

Good  God  !  Madam,  what  is  the  matter  ? 

A  great  man  has  affirmed  thofe  nations  were 
women  are  beft  treated  are  always  moft  civi- 
lized. 

I  flatter  myfelf  the  great  Man,  who  fpoke  fo 
well,  was  a  Frenchman. 

By  no  means,  he  was  an  Englifhman  (a).  We 
are  not  fo  civilly  dealt  with  in  France.  You  mall 
judge,  when  i  have  told  you  what  I  have  juft 
heard.  A  r'hilofopher,  defirous  of  praifing  a  Prin- 
cefs,  who  has  been  dead  thefe  fifty  years,  could 
not  accompliih  his  purpofe  but  at  the  ex- 
pence  of  all  the  Princefles,  and  all  the  women, 
who  have  ever  exifted,  or  do  exift ;  and  that  in 
a  fingle  phrafe. 

He  has  been  very  laconic  indeed. 

You  fhall  hear Though  a  woman  and  a 

S)  faid  he,  Jhe  loved  learning. 

(a]  Cook's  Voyage  to  Otaheite. 

The 
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The  Orator  ought  to  have  been  anfwered, 
that  though  a  Philofopher,  and  an  Academician, 
lie  did  not,-  on  this  occafionj  fhew  either  much 
politenefs  or  equity. 

And  the  lefs,  in  that  a  great  Princefs  honoured 
the  Aflembly  by  her  prefence;  by  \vhich  fhe 
proved  that,,  though  a  -Woman?  and  a  Prince  ft? 
fhe  loved  learning. 

And  did  the  Public  approve  this  fpeech  ?x 

They  groaned  and  hiffed,  that  was  all- they  did. 

TEat  was  all  they  could  do,  I  think. 

What !  Among  fo  many  Auditors,  not  one 
courageous.  Knight  to  anfwer.  for  us,  and  defend 
us? 

How  could  you  wifii  any  anfwer  to  be  given  to 
fo  foolifh  a  thing  ?  Had  you  been  attacked  with 
any  appearance  of  reafon,  you  would,  no  doubt, 
have  found  defenders.  If,  for  example,  the  Phi- 
lofopher,  inftead  of  accufing  women  of  not  lov- 
ing the  Belles  Lettres,  had  accufed  them  of  the- 
contrary,  and  endeavoured  to  turn  their  paffion 
for  Literature  into  ridicule,  ycur  Knigh's  might 
then  have  been  of  fervice. 

Why,  very  true  ?  for  women  never  wrote  or 

culti vated;  Literature  fo  much  as  at  prefent. 

What  then  could  \ti\s-Philafopher  be  thinking  of? 
—•—He  was  abfent,  no  doubt ;  Mathematicians- 
are 
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are  fubjecl:  to  be  fo,  and  one  might  well  advife 
them  to  calculate  more,  and  write  Jefs.  For  my 
part,  I  own,  I  am  pafftonately  interefted  in  the 
glory  of  my  fex. 

The  fentiment  is  worthy  of  you— It  is 
noble  and  natural. 

It  has  been  faid  that  the  age  of  Louis  XIV* 
which  produced  fo  many  great  men,  was  the  age, 
for  great  women  alfo  j  I  am  afraid  they  cannot 
fay  as  much  of  this. 

I  do  not  think  that  fear  well  founded.  True 
it  is  I  know  no  woman  who  has  been  appointed 
to  an  Embafly,  nor  the  Sifter  of  a  common 
Soldier  who  has  married  an  Emperor  (<*)  j  but* 
in  other  refpe&s,  I  think,  the  balance  is  in  fa- 
vour of  the  women  of  the  prefent  age. 

An  Embafly!  an  Emprefs !  I  am  forry  to 
think  that  never  can  happen  again, 

Oh  !  that  I  had  a  throne  to  offer  you  ! 

Pihaw  !  This  is  not  the  kind  of  gallantry  I 
want :  give  me  your  proofs  in  favour  of  the  wo- 
men of  this  age. 

And  is  not  your  ambition  on  that  head  fatisfied, 
madam  ?  We  have  Queens,  who,  on  the  Throne, 
afford  the  brighteft  examples  of  the  rnild  and 
benevolent  virtues  which  honour  humanity,  and 

(«}  Catherine,  wife  to  the  Czar,  Peter  the  Great. 
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of  thofe  fhining  qualities  which  confHtute  Heroes. 
Women,  in  this  a^e,  have  written  in  every  branch- 
ed Literature  with  the  greateft  fuccefs.  Thebeft 
modern  Novels  are  the  production  of  women  ; 
the  Peruvian  Letters,  the  Letters  of  my  Lady 
Catefby,  &c.  are  furely  equal  to  the  Princefs  of 
Cleves  and  Zaide.  (a).  Women  have  not  been 
lefs  diftinguiihed  in  Poetry  j  many  may  be  cited' 
equal  to  Madame  de  Defhoulieres,  and  fome  have 
even  difcovercd  abilities  of  a  higher  kind  (£). 
They  have  written  Caiuaws,  Poems  (f),  and 

Tra- 

(a}    M.ufame   de   Tencin   and  Mademoifelle  de  Lulfan 
sue  like^-  il?  <  t  this  age. 

(l>)     llius,    for  example,  there   are    no  Cantatas,  Rouf- 
feau's    tx.ejited,    which    I   think   are    better  than   thofe  by 
Maderftoifelle  tie  Louvencour  ;  it  was   Hie   who  wrote  all 
the  charming   Cantatas  fet  to  mufic  by   Clerambuut   and  ; 
Bo;;rgc.  io:   Ariadne,    Cephahis,    and    Aurora,     Zephirus 
and    Flora,  Piyche,  Love  (tung  l»y   a  bee,  Mede*,  Alp  eus 
and  Arethufi,   Leandrr    and   Hero,  the    Mu!ett<J,   Pigma-  , 
lion,    and    Pynmus    and   Thifbe,   Madeinoif-ille   de  Lou- 
vencour   had     many     other     accomplifhments.     She    was 
an     excellent    Muiician,    and    was,    befides,    one   of   the 
handfomeft   and  moil    virtuous  womeji    of   her  age.     She  • 
died  in  1712. 

(<•)  Among   other*,    two   Poems   in   veife,    written   by  ;. 
the  fame  Lady,  which  gained  p  izes  at  the  Jeaux  Floraux 
(Spoits  of  Flora,)  the  on$  Love  and  Fortune,   the  other 

on 
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Tragedies  (4).  The  women  of  Louis  XI Ws 
time  compofed  little  except  works  of  mtre  amufe- 

ment, 

on  the  Building  cf  Athens.  An  Ode  on  the  Imagina- 
tion, by  this  Lady,  gained  a  prize  alfo  from  this  Aca- 
demy. 

(a)  No  women  of  the  hft  century,  IVhdame  de  De- 
fliouiieres  executed,  wrote  Tragedies.  She  h  :S  written 
two,  Genferic  and  Anteine,  an"  died  \\\  1094..  M;ide- 
moifeiie  JSaibitr,  who  died  >\\  174,5  wicte  mn.<y  Tra- 
gedies, which  wrie  in  repute  j  anil  Mad  une  de  Gomez, 
who  died  in  17-^0.  has  written  leveral  that  were  played 
witii  g]e3^  {<!Ltcf"  ;  laniml*^)  ih-t  entitled  Habis,  iri 
which  we  find  ietling  :;uJ  poetry.  M  idr'Mu>  \.\  c  l^mard, 
who  lived  in  ihis  centm  ,  h, .  ii^ei  '  -y  plcafing 

pieces  in  verff,  and  l\-.n\r  .p't-ity  Nov<  s,  w.-te  two 
Tragedies,  Rrutus,  and  Laadanna  j  Uie  fi  ft,  eipecially, 
had  v real  lucctis :  from  wti  c:  M.  de  Vohaire  has  not 
difdained  to  borrow  a  though',  which  «s  aiwa)s  parti- 
cularly appJauded  in  his  Tragecfy  ot  Eiutup.  In  the 
P.'ay  by  Mademuiieile  Bernard,  Brutus,  being  alon'e 
with  his  fon,  fays, 

Forbear  1  Oh  end  not  the  horrid  recital, 
But  fuller  my  confus'd  foul  to  doubt 
Whether  I  have  or  have  not  now  a  fon« 

TITUS. 

No  ;  thou  haft  not. 

In  Voltaire's  Tragedy,  Brutus,  alone  with  his  fon,  fays, 
The  Gods  made  me  a  Father  to  two  fons, 

Whom  I  loved. One  is  loft— What  do  I  fay  ? 

One  t 
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meat  (a}.  Whereas  within  thefe  twenty  years 
they  have  written  a:  multitude  of  truly  ufeful  and 
moral  works  ;  and  there  are,  at  this  moment, 
feveral  women  in  France,  who  cultivate  Letters* 
with  reputation,  in  various  branches  of  Literature- 
In  England  they  have  the  fame  fuccefs  (/>) ;  and; 
in  Rufiia,  a  woman  directs  the  labours  of  a  cele- 
brated Academy,  of  which  fhe  is  perpertual  Pre- 
fident;  and,,  really,  madam,,  if  that  will  not  fa- 
tisfy  you,  you  are  very  hard  to  pleafe. 

You  forget  the  learned  Ladies  of  the  Jail 
century. 

I  fee  you  envy  Madame  Dacier* 

One  t  Speak  wretched  Titus— —Have  I  a  fon  ? 

TJ  T  u  s.. 

No  j  thou  has  not, 

(a)  Except  Madame  la  Marqui'fe  de  Lambert,  who, 
indeed,  may  be  placed  in  this  century,  fince  fhe  died  in 
172*.  It  is  tuie,  fhe  was  86  years  of  age. 

(£.)  Among  othtrs,  the  Author  of  Eveline  and  Ce» 
cilia  j  and  likewife  Mifs  Hannah  Moore,  the  Author  of 
Several  well  wiitttD  moral  works,,  and  two  Tragedies, 
played  at  the  Theatre  Royal  in  Govern  Gaiden,  and 
which  continue  to  be  played. 

Madame  de  Genlis  has  not  an  cxtenfvve  knowledge  of 
Etiglijb  Literature,  otherwlfe  Jhe  would  not  certainly  have 
emitted  to  mention  Mifs  Seward  and  Mrs.  Cowley,  j>et* 
T.. 

Yoa 
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You  muft  own,  Ladies,  now,  do  not  under- 
Hand  Greek, 

And  I  muft  likewife  own  the  men  do  not  either* 
We  learn  the  Greek  alphabet,  after  which  we 
read  translations,  then  we  fay  we  know  Greek, 
and  this  is  the  whole  myftery.  As  to  other 
languages,  we  meet  with  many  Ladies  who  know 
Englifh,  Italian,  Spanifh,  and  even  Latin* 

Latin  \ 

Yes;  you   yourfelfare  acquainted  with  three. 

What  three  women  who  underftand  Latin  ? 

Yes,  madam,  who  underftand  Latin  ;  there  are 
Madame  N  *  *  *,  Mademoifelle  N**"*,  her 
daughter,  and  Madame  the  Marchionefs  de 
L*  *  *,  who  all  know  it  as  perfectly  as  the  moft 
fiudious  men. 

Know  Latin !  And  T,  who  have  been  ac- 
quainted with  them  thefe  three  years,  never  to 
fufpedT:  it !  Women  then  may  be  modeft  as  well 
as  learned,  and  fcholars  without  being  Pedants; 
nay,  without  wifhing  to  have  their  abilities 

known. But  let  us  continue  the  comparifon 

between  the  women  of  the  laft  century  and  this. 
I  do  not  remember  any  French  woman  of  the 
age  of  Louis  XIV.  who  underftood  Mathematics ; 

and   we  have  had  Madame  du  Chatelet. Do 

you  know  any  Foreigners  ? 

England, 
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England,  Switzerland,  Holland,  Germany,  and 
Italy,  prefent  a  crowd  of  women  eminent  for  their 
extent  and  depth  of  knowledge  ;  a  woman  has  even 
received,  in  this  age,  an  honour,  which  incon- 
tefhbly  proved,  her  talents  were  very  fuperior  to 
thofe  of  all  the  learned  in  her  nation,  then  in 
exiftence.  A  Pope,  equally  diftinguimed  for 
his  underftand'.ng  and  information,  Benedict 
XIV.  bellowed  on  Maria  Agnezi,  a  celebrated 
Mathematician,  the  place  of  Apoftolical  Pro- 
fefTor,  in  the  Univerfity  of  Bologna,  in  1558. 

A  woman  Apoftolical  Profeflbr  !  Well,  that 
really  delights  me.  How  great  muft  be  her 
merit  to  pretend  to  fuch  a  place  ! 

And  does  not  Benedict  XIV.  who,  to  reward 
fuperior  merit,  did  a  thing  fo  uncommon,  deferve 
a  word  of  praife  from  you  ? 

O  yes  j  though  a  Man  and  a  Pope,  he  was  fu- 
perior to  vulgar  prejudices  againft  women. 

Thefe  prejudices  will  be  forgotten  when  edu- 
cation is  better  underftocd,  and  when  women 
will  imagine  themfelves  capable  of  acquiring  all 
the  knowledge,  and  all  the  arts,  as  perfectly  as 
the  men. 

We  do  not  think  this,  and  therefore  we  remain 
ignorant.  All  ferious  ftudies  feem  fuperior  to 
our  minds.  So  it  feems  you  think  exceffive  humi- 
lity makes  us  frivolous.— Well,  I  am  glad  you 

have 
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have  found  out  that. But  I  am  imeafy  about 

another  thing;  no  perfon  can  deny  there  have 
been  women  of  genius;  the  famous  Elizabeth, 
Queen  of  England,  and  other  Heroines,  are  our 
proofs;  yet,  it  is  obftinately  maintained,  there  are 
certain  works  of  imagination,  which  require  a 
force  and  energy  women  have  not.  Thus,  for 
example,  it  is  affirmed,  no  woman  can  write  an 
excellent  Tragedy.  The  Tragedies  of  Mademoi- 
felle  Barbier  and  Barnard,  and  of  Madame  de 
Gomez,  were  played  with  fuccefs,  at  firft,  'tis 
true ;  but  they  are  not  played  at  prefent. 

Remember,  Madame,  fmce  the  Cleopatra  of 
Jodelle  (#),  onty  ^ve  women  have  wr.tten 
Tragedies  that  have  been,  played  on  the  French 
Theatre;  and,  you  muft  allow,  it  would  have  been 
miraculous,  if,  out  of  this  fmall  number,  one  had 
been  found  equal  to  Racine.  Tnefe  five  Authors, 
far  from  having  written  contemptible  works, 
were  fuccefsful;  and  what  could,  reaibnably,  be 
hoped  for  more  ?  Think,  on  the  other  hand, 
what  an  innumerable  fwarm  of  Tragic  Writers 
have  preceded,  and  come  after,  Corneille :  how 
many  have  been  condemned  for  one  who  was 
approved.  How  many  have  been  forgotten?  and 
how  many  ihall  be  forgotten.  I  therefore  do  not 

(a)  The  firft  French  Tragedy. 

fee 
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fee  what  foundation  there  is  to  aflert  that  to 
write  a  Tragedy  belongs  only  to  men,  and  that 
women  ought  not  to  pretend  to  it:  it  is  wrong 
to  judge  them  till  they  have  been  oftener  tried. 
Itmuft  be  owned  they  have  written  good  Poetry  ; 
that  they  have  wir,  understanding,  dignity  of 
mind,  and  feeling;  and  what  more  is  required 
to  write  a  good  Tragedy  ?  Often  have  they,  even 
in  this  way,  charmed  the  Public  at  much  lefs  ex- 
pence  (a}. 

You  fpeak  of  women  in  a  very  flattering  man- 
ner; but  do  not  you  think  they  have,  in  general? 
treated  us  with  great  rigour,  and  that  there  never 
was  a  lefs  gallant  age  than  the  prefent? 

That  is  a  fign  greatly  in  your  favour,  for  it 
proves  there  is  a  real  competition  for  fuperiority 
between  men  and  women.  We  are  willing 
enough  to  praife  you  when  you  are  only  amiable ; 
but  if  once  you  difcover  eminence  in  any  one 
thing,  we  have  a  right  to  find  fault,  for  we  are  the 
Mafters,  and  furely  we-  muft  maintain  fubordina- 
tion.  For  my  part,  when  I  think  on  the  educa- 
tion of  women,  I  cannot  conceive  how  one  can 

(a}  I  might  eafily  have  proved,  without  all  thefe  rea- 
fonings,  a  woman  may  poffefs  this  uncommon  and  fublime 
Art,  had  I  been  permitted  to  add  another  name  to  tliofe 
already  cited. 

help 
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help  admiring  them.  Let  us  fuppofe  that  Cor- 
neille  and  Racine  had  learnt  nothing  from  in- 
fancy to  youth,  that  is,  till  they  were  eighteen  or 
twenty,  but  to  dance  and  play  on  the  harpfichord; 
and  that  afterwards  they  had  heard  fpcak  only  of 
Balls,  Feafts,  and  Vifits.  Behold  them  at  that  epo- 
cha,  obliged  to  anfwer  numberlefs  mefTages  every 
morning,  and  do  nothing  but  write  Billets,  and 
read  the  Journal  de  Paris.  Do  you  think  they 
would  then  have  written  Cinna  and  Athalia  ? 
•  You  are  in  the  right,  and  we  have  been  refuf- 
ed  the  gifts  of  genius  a  little  too  inconiiderately, 

The  converfation  of  Aurelia  and  Luzincourt 
was  interrupted  by  a  Vifitor,  and  Luzincourt  took 
leave  without  rinding  occafion  to  fpeak  of  his  af- 
fection. Pie  loved  Aurelia,  but  dared  not  to  tell 
her  fo.  Certain  of  having  obtained  her  friend/hip, 
he  feared,  if  he  declared  his  paffion,  he  might  lofe 
a  thing  to  him  fo  precious.  Abfent  from  her  he 
was  all  hope,  and  determined  within  hirnfelf  to 
open  his  heart  to  her  j  prefent  with  her  he  loft 
all  his  confidence,  and  durft  not  fpeak,  unlefs 
on  indifferent  things. 

At  laft  he  determined  to  write,  began  ten 
Letters,  and  fatisfied  with  none,  tore  them  all : 
remembering  he  was  foon  going  to  have  a  five 
a£t  Comedy  played  at  the  French  Theatre,  he 
faid  to  himfelf,  Should  it  be  condemned,  I  muft 

VOL  v.  D  give 
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give  up  the  happinefs  to  which  I  afpire  ;  fhould  it 
be  fucceisfui,  Aurel  a,  may,  perhaps,  be  inclined  to 
favour  my  paffion.     This  idea  determined  him  to 
be  ilill  filent,  although  the  effort  was  very  painful. 

While  he  was  giving  the  fmifhing  touches  to 
his  Comedy,  Damoville,  to  keep  awake  the  pub- 
lic attention,  announced  to  the  worlJ,  he  had 
juft  fmifhed  the  laft  Canto  of  an  Epic  i  oem  ;  his 
friends  very  gravely  aflerttd,  it  was  a  per- 
fect work,  livery  body  wiihed  to  fee  this  new 
Cutf-cTauvre)  and  readings  again  began.  The 
Poetry  was  called  fublime,  the  chaffers  delight- 
ful;  the  plan  could  not  be  judged  of  yet,  for  de- 
tached parts  only  had  be^n  heard  ;  but  it  was  uni- 
verfally  allowed,  the  Poet  had  at  leaft  a0,  much  ge- 
nius as  Virgil;  and,  fo  great  was  the  fame  of  this 
Work,  the  foreign  I  rincer,  with  whom  Damo- 
ville held  correfpondences,  testified  a  defire  to  read 
it.  Damoville  accordingly  fent  his  Poem,  and  the 
moft  flattering  Eulogiums,  Penfions,  and  Por- 
traits, were  his  rewards. 

In  this  the  moment  of  triumph  and  glory, 
Damoville  was  obliged,  very  unwillingly,  to  in- 
terrupt his  readings.  His  ancient  Protectrefs  and 
intimate  friend,  Maidame  d'Herblay,  died;  his 
attachment  to  her  was  fo  well  known  that  he 
could  not  difpenfe  with  being  moft  profoundly 
affii£ted$  accordingly  he  difappeared,  and  fhut 

himfelf 
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himfelf  up  for  a  fortnight,   after  which  he  again 
went  into  company. 

He  came  one  evening  to  Aurelia's,  and  found 
her  alone  with  Luzincourt.  Aurelia  mentioned 
his  abfence  :  I  became  a  reclufe,  replied  Damo- 
villc,  that  I  might  think  of  nothing  but  her.  I 
have  written  her  JLuhgium^  will  you  hear  it? 

But  how,  with  grief  fo  violent,  could  you  write  ? 

I  have  had  that  fortitude,  and,  if  you  have  a 
moment  to  fpare,  I  flatter  myfelf  you  will  be  in- 
terefted  by  this  fhort  difcourfe ;  you  •will  find 
it  expreffive  of  iimplicity,  and  real  grief  j  that  is, 
you  will  perceive  all  I  have  felt. 

Damoville  fetched  a  deep  figh,  and,  after  a 
moment's  filence,  coolly  unfolded  his  manufcript, 
and  with  dry  eyes  and  a  firm  tone  of  voice,  read 
the  funeral  Eulogium  of  the  intimate  friend  whom 
he  had  fo  recently  loft.  This  Eulogium  was 
written  with  great  care,  art,  and  want  of  feeling; 
it  was  interfperfed  with  fhort  anecdotes,  and  happy 
fayings  and  fentiments,  attributed  to  the  defunct; 
the  whole  feafoned  with  exclamations,  and  a 
fcore  of  trivial  and  unintelligible  maxims,  on 
friendfhip  and  grief;  a  kind  of  Philofophic  and 
Metaphyfic  Galamatias  terminated  this  mafter- 
piece  of  fentiment,  which,  as  it  was  eafy  to  fee, 
was  compofed  according  to  all  the  rules  of  Ora- 
toric  and  Academic  Art. 

D  2  Really, 
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Really,  faid  Aurelia,  I  cannot  conceive  how  it 
is  poffible  to  form  a  plan,  write  floridly,  and  com- 
pofe  a  difcourfe,  in  the  firft  moments  of  deep  af- 
fliction;  -I  ihould  think  one  neither  could  labour 
nor  meditate,  and  muft  own  that  grief,  expreiTed 
with  fo  much  art  and  wit,  does  not  feem  to  me 
very  profound. 

Art !  I  affur.e  you  there  is  no  art  here. 

It  is  true,  there  is  no  great  order  in  the  ideas, 
nor  connexion  between  the  fentences ;  but  that 
is  not  the  kind  of  negligence  I  wifh :  I  do  not 
know  what  is  wanting,  but  I  know  I  have  not 
wept.  This  I  muft  alledge  to  you,  for  furely  it 
is  not  my  fault :  believe  me,  whoever  is  truly 
grieved,  is  incapable  of  writing  a  fine  difcourfe. 
I  know  that,  at  prefent,  as  foon  as  an  Author 
fees  the  perfon  he  loves  the  beft  in  danger  of  death, 
he  is  lefs  occupied  by  melancholy  than  by  the 
care  of  preparing,  at  all  events,  an  Eulogium 
worthy  to  eternize  the  memory  of  the  beloved 
objecl:;  but  this  fafhion  cannot  laft,  for,  while 
thofe  who  follow  it  endeavour  to  perfuade  us  of 
.their  extreme  fenfibility,  they  prove  the- exa6t 
contrary :  thus,  for  example,  had  I  not  known 
you  cid  not  love  Madame  d'Herblay>  I  ihould 
have  learnt  it  from  your  Eulogium. 

How,  that  I  did  not  love  her  ? 

You 
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You  forget  that  you  have  told  me  fo  a  hun- 
dred times;  afk  Luzincourt;  you  have  often 
fpoken  of  her  to  us  as  an  intriguing  woman, 
every  way  contemptible  ;  but  fhe  was  then  alive 
and  well,  and  her  funeral  Eulogium  was  not  in 
cjueftion. 

I  am  not  aftonifhed  you  have  not  wept  \  but  this 
is  an  abufe  of  confidence,  on  your  part,  that  • 

I  again  proteft,  if  I  had  not  known  your 
fecret,  I  fhculd  not  have  wept. 

I  do  not  think  fo  j  I  {hall  this  evening  fup  with 
twelve  or  fifteen  people,  to  whom  I  will  read  my 
Eulogium,  and  am  certain  that  every  body  will 
melt  into  tears. 

Damoville  was  again  deceived :  he  read  his 
Eulogium  to  a  large  company,  not  one  of  whom 
wept.  It  is  true,  it  was  a  thoufand  times  repeat- 
ed, in  his  hearing,  nothing  could  be  more  inre- 
refling  or  affecting. 

Luzincourt  fupped  with  Aurelia  the  fame  even- 
jng,  and  the  convcrfation  turned  on  a  Man  of 
Letters  and  an  Academician,  who  was  jail  dead. 
Every  perfon  who  had  any  pretenfions  to  fucceed 
him  in  the  Academy  was  mentioned,  and  Da- 
moville's  name  was  at  the  head  of  the  lift ;  but 
Luzincourt  heard,  with  furprize,  the  Vifcount  de 
Valrive  named  among  the  reft.  Defirous  of  know- 
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ing  if  he  really  intended  to  become  a  candidate, 
as  foon  as  he  faw  him,  he  afked.  I  pretend  to 
fuch  a  place!  replied. the  Vifcountj  what  are 
my  qualifications  ? 

You  have  wit,  knowledge,  and  a  love  of  learn- 
ing, which  is  all  the' Academy  requires  of  a  man. 
of  rank;  and  it  docs  not  often  require  even 
that. 

If  the  Academicians,  as  they  have  before  time 
done,  fhould  chufe  a  perfon  named  by  themfelves, 
and  their  choice  /hould  fall  on  me,  I  fhould  be  ex- 
ngly  flattered,  and  think  1  might  accept  the 
honour,  without  making  myfelf  ridiculous;  but 
were  I,  inftead  of  that,  to  lay  a  claim  to,  and  fo- 
licit  it,  while  the  Public  are  ignorant,  not  only  if  I 
have  /nov/ledge,  but  if  I  even  am  acquainted  with 
the  principles  of  my  langi ;  t  could  they 

think  ?  No,  this  never  fhall   be  my  conduct.       i 
:  to  me  very  evident,  that  any  iron,   be  him 
who  he  w  11,  is  the  Author  of  a  pi 
may,  without  much   pi  id.?,  become  a  c; 
It  is  well,  known,  fu|  jnts  are  not  ahfo- 

jutely  iKCi'.fihry  to  gr.in  admittance  :  and  an  Au- 
thor i.  I  have  written  a  look,  read,  and 
judge;  but  what  plea  has  a  man  of  condition,  who  ' 
never  has  {hewn  his  abilities,  except  in  converfa- 
tion  ?  Yet  he  muft  prefent  himfelf,  vifit  all  the 
Academicians,  and  formally  folicit  the  vacant 

place, 
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place.  To  make  a  demand,  a  right  muft  be  efta- 
blifhed;  {hould"  he  then  fay,  "Gentlemen,  I  pro- 
"  teft  I  have  as  much  underftanding  as  is  neceflary 
"  to  gain  admittance  among  you  ;  I  have  not  yet 
"  written  any  book,  but  I  will  write  charming 
<c  ones.  Here  are  three  or  four  Men  of  Letters 
"  Candidates,  as  well  as  myfelf ;  but  I  allure  you, 
"  they  are  not  equal  to  me ;  and  every  one  of  my 
<c  acquaintance  tells  me,  you  muft,  of  courfe  give 
<c  me  the  preference/'  Such  are  the  beftand  fureft 
reafons  he  can  give;  whether  he  does  give  fuch,  or 
no,  matters  little  :  for  his  conduct:,  vifits,  and  fo- 
licitatums,  inconteftibly  fay  all  I  have  repeated. 

Vvre  find  men  of  rank,  Academicians  of  real' 
merit,,  who  yet  have  never  written  any  books. 

I  confefs  it;  but  do  you  think  they  made  ail 
thefe  reflections  ? 

Luzir.court  was  obliged  to  own  the  Vifcount*s 
reafoningwas  jufl;  and  that,  in  effect,  it  v/as  a 
difcouraging  and  melancholy  circumftance,  for  a 
Man  of  Literature  to  find  himfelf  cppofed  by  a 
Man  of  Fafliion,  who  has  no  other  titles  to  pro- 
duce than  the  good  opinion  he  has  of  himfelf,  and 
the  Eulogiums  of  his  friends. 

Autumn  advanced;  Luzincourt's  Comedy  was 

received,  and  put  in  rehearfal.     During  this  time, 

Damoville  printed  his  Epic  Poem.     The  Public 

impatiently    waited  for  the    appearance  of  this 

D  4  vaunted 
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vaunted^work,  and  not  one  perfcn  was  heard  to 
mention  the  Comedy  of  Luzincourt.  At  laft,  in 
the  month  of  January,  the  Poem  was  announced, 
in  the  Journals  :  the  very  fame  day  the  Bcok- 
feller's  (hop  was  crowded,  and  two  hundred 
copies  were  bought  in  the  fpace  of  twelve  hours  ; 
but  the  Bookfeiler  himfelf  preferved  entire  the 
reft  of  the  edition,  during  his  life ;  and,  before 
the  end  of  the  week,  the  immortal  work  was 
configned  to  oblivion. 

Luzincourt's  Comedy  had  the  moft  complete 
and  brilliant  fuccefs,  for  it  prefented  a  pi&ure  of 
manners  as  real  as  it  was  witty.  It  was  impoilible 
to  fay  the7iuthor  did  not  know  the  world,  or  that 
his  characters  wanted  reality;  Envy  had  but  one 
refource,  which  (he  always  employs  to  advantage 
on  like  occaficns ;  that  i?,  to  make  applications^ 
and  give  real  n;,n:es  to  imaginary  Beings.  The 
Author's  firokes  had  been  general,  but  particular 
views  were  attributed  to  them  ;  incapable  of  af- 
iirming  he  was  not  a  faithful  Painter,  the  only 
refource  was  to  in-ake  him  an  odious  one. 

By  fuch  accufations  a  clamour  was  actually  ex- 
cited againil  him  in  one  part  of  Society;  fome 
were  told.  You  are  the  perfon  he  meant.  His 
accufcrs  affirmed  he  had  not  fpared  his  friends.  Do 
you  not  fee,  faid  one,  how  much  fuch  a  Character 
reftnables  the  Vifcount  de  Valrive ;  the  fame  turn 

of 
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of  cxprefiion,  the  fame  manners.  True  it  is,  he 
has  given  this  Character  ridiculous  foibles,  which 
the  Vifcount  has  not  j  but  in  that  lies  the  infamy 
of  the  act,  which  is  monfrrous  !  atrocious  !  - 

And  who  is  that  contemptible  Coquette,  who 
plays  fo  important  a  part  in  his  Comedy  ? 

That  is  Madam  de  Champrofe.  Who  c<?rj 
miftake  her  manners,  and  the  turn  of  expreflion 
fo  peculiar  to  her  ?  The  likenefs  is  finking,  bur, 
at  the  fame  time,  difhonourable;  (he  never  before 
was  thought  a  mifchievous  intriguer  5  and  fuch 
are  the  frightful  features  he  has  given  her*  This 
is  dreadful. 

Thus  was  poor  Luzincourt  treated,  only  be- 
caufe  he  had  given  a  true  picture  of  Life,  of 
which  other  Authors  had  no  idea-  One  of  his 
Characters  had  the  charms  of  the  Vifcount  de 

iValrive  in  converfation  ;  another  hai  expreffions 
like  thofe  of  Madame  de  Champrofe.  Such 
were  what  they  called  ftriking  Portraits. 

Aurelia  informed  Luzincourt  of  what  the  world 
faid.     She  fent    for  him   one   evening,  and    told 
him,  I  have  juft   feen  a  lady  who  is  outrageous 
againft  you  :  Madame  de  Sezac- 
For  \v;ia:  c;;ufe  ? 

She  recolle&s  herfelf  in  your  Portrait  of  the 
Coquette  ;  fays  you  ufed  to  vifit  her  formerly,  and 
is  convinced  you  meant  to  draw  her  Character. 

D  5  Then. 


5$        THE     TALES   OF    THE    CASTLE. 

Then  at  prefent  it  no  longer  belongs  to  Ma- 
dame de  Champrofe. 

No ;  for  Madame  de  Sezac  has  tricked  her  out 
of  it ;  flie  maintains  it  cannot  be  difputed,  as  {he 
will  prove. 

Juft  as  Aurelia  faid  this,  Damoville  entered, 
and,  addreffing  himfelf  to  Luzincourt,  You  have 
brought  a  fine  affair  upon  your  hands,  faid  he  ; 
I  have  juft  left  a  lady,  who  never,  as  long  as  fhe 
lives,  will  pardon  your  Coquette. 

I  have  juft  heard,  replied  Luzincourt,  of  this 
new  artifice  j  but  I  afTure  you,  I  thought  no 
more  of  Madame  de  Sezac,  than  of  Madam  de 
Champrofe. 

I  am  not  fpeaking  of  Madame  de  Sezac. 

No  !  of  whom  then  ? 

Of  Madame  de  B.'agny. 

Madame  de  Blagny  !  I  do  not  know  her  j  I 
never  faw  her. 

No  matter  for  that ;  fhe  is  certain  you  meant 
her,  and  all  the  company  at  her  houfe  is  of  her 
opinion. 

Luzincourt  fighed.  Confole  yourfelf,  faid  Au- 
relia ;  the  purity  of  your  intentions  fliouid  make 
you  defpife  fuch  vain  clamour  and  ridiculous  in- 
juftice.  Let  them  compare  your  Picture  of  Life 
•with  thofe  which  moil  other  Authors  draw,  and 
your  Comedy,  will  be  found  lefs  vicious,  your  Cha- 
racters 
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rs  much  lefs  revolting;   it  will  be  feen,  whe- 
ther the  world    be    as   contemptible  and  pervcrfe 
ascertain    w:  .end.      Yet  your  work  ex- 

cites univcrf;:!  ang  .r,  and  why  ?  Becau'e,  with 
a  deep  knowledge  of  the  human  heart  and  man- 
ners, the  Author  s  rot  froai  nature ;  he 
prefents  not  only  pofnble  things,  but  real ;  paints 
no  chimerical  Beings ;  produces  no  Monfters  j 
all  is  true,  natural  and  finking ;  and,  among 
fuch  Portraits,  each  Perfon  might  eafily  find  his 
ov/n. 

Thefe  reflections  could  not  totally  di:rpate 
Luzincourt's  dejection  3  Hatred  wanted  power 
to  intimidate,  but  not  to  aiflidt  him  ;  and  hi? 
enemies  were  more  numerous,  becaufe  no  Author 
had  ever  fhewn  a  more  perfect  or  uniform  im- 
partiality; never  did  Envy  or  Refentment  die  ^ 
tate  his  Criticifms,  and  never  did  Policy,  or  they 
trifling  intereft  of  the  moment,  prevent  him  from 
boldly  condemning  what  he  thought  condemn^ 
able,  under  fuch  reftriclions  as  reafon  and  juftice- 
prcfoibe. 

Such  equitable  and  moderate  conduct  will  nev>t 
gain  Partizans  ;  it  may  obtain  univerfal  efteem, 
and  may  give  to  a  work  of  mediocrity,  in  other 
refpe<Sts,  an  attraction  which  (hall  caufe  it  to  be 
read,  a  merit  the  more  to  be  defired  for  being  un- 
common j  but  this  will  gain  no  puffers,  but  a 
D  6  multitude 
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multitude  of  enemies.  Thus,  for  example,  Lu- 
zincourt was  no  blind  admirer  of  Jean  Jaques 
Roufieau;  he  condemned  his  errors,  his  incon- 
fiftencies ;  reproached  his  want  of  principle,  and 
often  of  tafte  ;  but  he  admired  in  his  foul  the  ge- 
nius and  fuperior  talents  of  that  extraordinary 
man  j  and  efpecially,  his  noble  independence  and 
fmcere  contempt  for  intrigue. 

In  fpeaking  thus,  Luzincourt  offended  the  en- 
thufiaftic  Partizans  of  RouiTeau,  and  at  the  fame 
time  incurred  the  hatred  of  his  enemies.  A 
fimilar  misfortune  attended  him,  when  he  fpoke 
of  the  Philofopher  of  Ferney.  Voltaire's  ene- 
mies reproached  Luzincourt  for  having  praifed 
his  benevolence,  and  the  noble  ufe  he  made  of 
his  fortune.  Gentlemen,  replied  Luzincourt,  I 
have  been  at  Ferney,  where  i  found  neither  a 
Philofopher,  nor  a  happy  Sage  ;  but  I  found  a 
man  who  was  beloved  by  his  vafTals,  becaufe  he 
was  good  to  them.  This  I  have  feen,  and  this 
I  ought  to  fay. 

The  fame  party  was  ft  ill  more  angry  with  Lu- 
zincourt, not  only  becaufe  he  had  not  equalled 
Crebillon  to  Voltaire,  but  becaufe  he  had  not  main- 
tained Crebillon  had 'more  genius  and  originality. 
Gentlemen,  replied  Luzincourt,  i  may  be  de- 
ceived, and  particularly  on  this  fointj.  but  fucrt 

is 
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is  my  opinion  ;  this  I  have  thought;  this  I  ought 
to  fay  ;  this  I  have  faid. 

Such  anfwers,  far  from  being  fatisfadlory,  irri- 
tated more ;  but  friends  laid  yet  another  tr-ain. 
What  Arrogance  !  cried  they  ;  what  Pretenfion  ? 
what  Pride  !  A  fimple  Monlift ;  who  is  neither 
Philofopherr  Encyclopedifr,  -Gluckift,  nor  Picci- 
nift;  who,  in  fact,  is  'nothing;  (hall  he  prefume 
to  (peak  on  Literature;  to  decide,  judge,  and  cri- 
tkife  Vokaire! 

Alas !  Gentlemen,  replied  the  modeir  Luzin- 
court,  I  know  very  well,-  it  appertains  to  you, 
only,  to  decide  andjudje;  and  1  pioecil  it  is  not 
my  intention  to  either  judge  and  s  you  un- 

derftand  thofe  words  >  I   n.A.ic.    .  if  up  for 

a  Reformer,  nor  declare  War  againft  whoever 
does  not  think  like  me.  I  do  not  even  pretend 
my  opinions  are  new;  I  hnve  given  them  witb- 
out  arrogance,  becaufe  they  will  one  day  be  a- 
dopted,  I  affure  you,  by  a  great  number  of  very 
fenfible  people  \  and  permit  me.  Gentlemen,  tc* 
add,  neither  Genius  nor  a  great  deal  of  Wit  are 
neceilary  to  form  a  judici.  us  Criticifm :  Good 
Senfe  and  Equity  are  the  main  requifites. 

Luzincourt  replied  in  vain ;  they  heard  him 
not,  but  continued  to  affirm  he  was  equally  proud 
and  malignant, 

3  But 
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But  fuch  injufticc  did  not  prevent  the  Public 
from  admiring  and  efteeming  his  works;  they 
were  unmercifully  abufed,  by  a  certain  clafs  of 
people,  but  they  were  read,  applauded,  and  tran- 
flated.  » 

Luzincourt,  at  laft,  determined  to  declare  his 
fentiments  to  Aurtlia ;  he  wrote,  fent  his  letter, 
and  waited  at. home  for  an  anfwer,  on  whrch  the 
happinefs  of  his  life  depended.  Agitated  by  a 
thoufand  different  fears,  he  ftricled  backward  and 
forward  in  his  chamber.  He  had  been  more  than 
an  hour  in  that  irate,  when  Damoville  ^ntered  : 
the  vifit  furprifed  him,  for  all  connecrrons  be- 
tween them  had  long  been,  almoft  entirely 
broken  off;  but  vanity  and  malignity  Brought 
back  Damoville,  of  which  Luzincourt  had  foon 
a  cruel  proof. 

1*  come,  my  dear  Luzincourr,  faid  Damoville, 
to  inform  you  of  «a  happinefs  to  which  I  hardly 
durft  pretend,  or,  at  leaft,  of  which  I  feebly 
Battered  myfelf. 

What  is  it  ? 

Firft,  there  is  a  vacancy  in  the  Academy; 
Dorfenne  died  laft  night. 

I  have  no  doubt  you  will  be  the  fuccefsful  Can- 
didate. 

I  have,  indeed,  fome  right  to  hope  fc* 

This,  without  compliment,  may  be  predicted- 

But 
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But   that    is   not  what  juft   now  touches  me 
ttcareft;   i  love  Aureliaj  of  which  you  cannot   be 
ignorant,  for  I  have   obferved  your  p  netration, 
Well,  laid  Luzincourt,  with  incxprcflible  per- 
plexity; 

Well — She  has  long  known  my  fentimcnts. 

Known  them  long  ! 

This  morning,  however,  I  have  written,  and 
preffed  her  to  inform  me  of  my  fate.  Here  is 
her  anfwcr. 

So  laying,  Damoville  took  Aurelia's  letter 
from  his  pocket,  and  read  thus  aloud  : 

"  You  have  a  rivai,  who  is  a  Man  of  Letters. 
<c  I  efteern  you  both,  but  1  love  fame  only.  There 
"  is  a  vacancy  in  the  Academy  ;  he  alone  whofe 
cc  merits  may  entitle  him  to  this  place,  I  {hall 
u  think  worthy  of  me ;  therefore  can  give  no 
"  farther  anfwer  till  this  is  decided." 

Luzinco.;rt,  after  having  read  this  billet,  felt 
an  emotion  of  anger  and  indignation,  which  it 

was  impoiTible  to  conceal Such  are  women> 

cried  he  ;  it  is  not  r^  ame  they  love ;  they  know  it 
not 3  Vanity,  puerile  and  contemptible  Vanity, 
feduces  a;nd  guides  them. 

Your  anger  furprizes  me,  replied  Damoville, 
With  a  faicaftic  fmile  :  What  I  are  you,  Luzincourt, 
the  redoubted  Rival  with  whonj.I  am  threatened  I 

Luzincourtj 
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Luzincourt,  driven  by  this  fpeech  to  madnef?, 
faid  every  thing  extravagant,  which  Rage,  Love* 
and  Defpair  could  ftiggeft.  Damoville  triumphed,, 
and  contained  himfelf,  without  difficulty,  within 
the  bounds  of  moderation,  which  it  is  very  eafy 
for  the  fuceefsful  to  do ;  and  foon  left  the  unfor- 
tunate Luzincourt  overwhelmed  with  grief,  which 
every  new  thought  ferved  but  to  aggravate. 

I  cannot  doubt,  faid  Luzincourt,  of  A.nrelia's 
preference  for  Damoville ;  her  Billet  clearly  ex- 
prefles,  that  the  Academy's  choice  {hall  be  her's. 
She  is  certain  they  wTill  chufe  Damoville.  I  well 
know  {he  is  unacquainted  with  the  whole  of  his; 
character  j  I,  alas !  have  had  the  generoilty  never 
to  fey  a  word,  whence  {he  might  fufpccl  how 
contemptible  I  think  him  ;  yet  flie  does  not  think 
well  of  his  works,  and  {he  efteems  mine,  1  am 
fure  {he  does ;  {he  has  given  me  proofs  of  confi- 
dence, of  friendihip.  —  I  have  only  been  able  to 
obtain  a  cold  efteerr,  while  my  Rival  has  won  her 
heart. — He  has  found  the  means  to  pleafe  her, 
that  is  evident.— She  is  blind,  and  wifhes  to  con- 
tinue fo. — With  fo  much  wit,  penetration  fo  ria- 
turalr  and  fo  quick,  how  was  it  poflib'le  fhe  {hould 
be  feduced  by  a  man  fo  unworthy  of  her  ?  She 
condemns  herfelf,  no  doubt,  but  inclination  tri- 
umphs over  reaforu 

Such 
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Such  were  the  mournful  reflections  that  rent 
the  heart  of  Luzincourt.  One  moment  he  pro- 
mifed  himfelf  never  to  fee  the  "ungrateful  Aure- 
lia  more,  the  next  would  refolve  to  go  and  vent 
every  reproach  he  thought  fhe  deferved.  At  lair, 
an  unexpected  Meflenger  came  and  brought  him 
to  a  determination. 

Aurelia  fcnt  him  a  note,  in  which  fhe  defired 
to  fpeak  with  him  immediately.  He  ran,  he  flew, 
he  was  inftantly  with  her;  he  found  her  alone, 
and  was  aftonifhed  he  could  not  obferve  the  leaft 
alteration  of  countenance.  As  he  ran,  he  had 
compofed  a  moll  arrecting  generous  difccurfe,  by 
which  he  propofed  to  difiipate  the  extreme  anxie- 
ty which  he  imagined  Aurelia  muft  feel;  but 
when  he  faw  her  ib  calm,  fo  ferene,  he  felt  the 
inutility  of  his  difccurfe,  and  found  it  was  he 
who  flood  in  need  of  fuch  affiilance. 

He  had  not  the  power  to  fpeak  a  word ;  and 
Aurelia  afked  him,  with  a  mild  air,  if  he  had  not 
feen  Damoville  ?  Luzincourt,  confounded  by 
fuch  a  queftion,  made  no  reply.  His  proceeding, 
I  find,  has  been  very  noble,  continued  Aurelia, 
negligently ;  he  has  fhewn  you  my  note,  though 
he  fufpecls  you  are  his  Rival:  there  is  fomething 
frank  and  great  in  fuch  a  conduct. 

Aurelia  ilopt,  as  if  £he  expected  an  anfwer,  but 
{he  did  i;ot  obtain  one,  Luzincourt  was  ready  to 

break 
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break  out,  but  he  contained  himfelf:  and  this  firft 
emotion  over,  determined  to  diffemble  his  anger 
and  vexation.  He  could  not  j>ermit  himfelf  to 
tell  her  what  were  his  real  fentiments  of  Damo- 
ville,  for  he  imagined,  fliould  he  have  the  weak- 
nefs  to  betray  his  former  generofity  in  that  refpedt, 
Aurelia  would  attribute  all  he  could  fay  to  jealou- 
fy ',  he  was  firmly  refolved  therefore  to  be  filent. 

Aure'ia,  after  wraiting  a  moment,  faid  to  him, 
Well,  when  will  you  begin  your  Canvas  ? 

What  Canvas,  madam  ? 

Your  folkitations  to  the  Academicians. 

7"his  is  too  much,  madam,  replied  Luzincourr, 
driven  beyond  himfelf.  Can  you  add  raillery  to 
cruelty  ? 

Hear  me,  Luxincourtj  replied  Aurelia,  mildly, 
hear  me,  and  be  calm.  Think:  on  my  fituation  5 
I1  will  dtfciibe  it.  I  love  Literature,  and  have  a 
ftrong  paiEon  for  Fame :  two  things  I  have  de- 
termined to  do;  firft  to  marry  again,  and  next 
to  many  a  Man  of  Letters  ;  but  I  wifli  him  to 
be  the  man  of  mod  merit.  Among  the  Men  of 
Letters  with  whom  I  am  acquainted,  there  are 
only  you  and  Damoville  whofe  reputation  can 
fatisfy  my  vanity.  You  both  make  love  to  me, 
and  I  am  left  to  chufe.  T  am  not  blinded  by  paf- 
fion,  I  have  the  free  ufe  of  my  reafon ;  though  I 
will  confcfs  frankly,  I  feel  in  my  heart  feme  emo- 
tions 
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tions  of  preference,  which,  were  I  to  yield  to 
them,  would  decide  for  you. 

What  do  I  hear  !  cried  Luzincourt;  can  it  be  ? 
It  certainly  is  fo,  replied  Aurelia  j  but,  added 
fhe,  fmiling,  you  are  little  benefited  thereby  ;  on 
the  contrary,  I  fufpecl  my  heart,  I  fear  to  be  pre- 
judiced, and  {brink  from  fuch  a  decifion.     I  will 
not  judge  you,  but  will  leave  it  to  forty  Elders 
of  the  nation,  a  Council  of  Sages,  who  will  af- 
femble  and  deliberate  purpofely  to  put  me  cut  of 
pain,   and    to  fix   my   opinion   and    irrefolution. 
Once  m6re  I  repeat  to  you,   1  am   irrevocably 
btnt  on  giving  my  hand  to  him,  whofe   merit 
fhsll  entitle  him  to  a  place  in  the  Academy, 
Is  it  poffible  you  can  fpeak  feriouily  ? 
I  proteft  I  do. 

What !  You  love  me,  and  you  refufe  to  1  [fieri 
to  that  love  which  pleads  for  me!— -O!  Do 
not  deceive  me  5  do  not  play  upon  my  credu- 
lity ! 

Speak  no  more  of  my  r-fFe&ion ;  wait  till   the 
Academy  has  pronounced  5  obfi-rvc,  positively,  I 
require  you  fhould  become  a  Cand  date  ? 
But  are  you  ferious  ?  What  is  your  defign  ? 
My  dtffign  ?   Why  do  you  afk?  — I  have  laid 
I  love  you  ;  if  you  think  me  capable  of  deceit, 
you  do  not  eilcem  me  j  and  in  that  cafe  you  need 

not 


6          THE    TALES    OF    THE    CASTLE. 

not  be  condemned  by  the  Academy  to  be  for- 
gotten.— 

You  make  me  fhudder,  replied  Luzincourr, 
falling  on  his  knees.  Pardon  the  perplexity  and 
aftonimment  which  your  unaccountable  dif- 
courfe  and  fentiments  occafion.— No,  I  doubt 
not  your  fincerity;  but  this  rapturous  confeflion 
is  at  once  my  felicity  and  torment ;  you  love  me, 
I  ought  to  be,  and  I  am,  happy  ;  but  you  rob  me 
of  hope :  you  promife  your  hand  to  my  Rival, 
for  he  will  be  chofen,  every  body  expe£r.s  and 
knows  he  will,  and  fo  do  you. 

No,  replied  Aurelia,  I  do  not  think  it  j  if  you 
folieit,  you  will  obtain  the  place. 

Remember,  madam,  I  ,  have  not  one  friend 
among  the  Academicians  ;  on  the  contrary — 

You  always  fpoke  with  refpe<5t  of  the  Acade- 
my in  your  works,  as  I  remember. 

Certainly  ;  and  fo  I  always  {hall  :  but  a  few 
Epigrams  on  a  body  of  men  are  not  much  felt. 
Such  levities  are  eafily  pardoned ;  whereas  there 
is  a  more  ferious  wrong,  of  which  I  have,  per- 
haps, been  guilty :  it  is  very  poiHble  that  there 
are  principles  and  opinions  in  my  works,  which 
the  Chiefs  of  the  Academy  do  not  approve. 

You  perplex  yourfelf  in  vain  !  if  your  morals 
are  pure,  and  your  principles  not  dangerous, 
they  cannot  be  difapproved  by  the  Academy.  I 

know 
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know  Damoville  is  more  beloved  than  you  are  ; 
but  that  is  of  no  importance,  affedion  and 
friendfhip  are  out  of  the  queftion  ;  juftice  is  the 
thing  required. 

Yes;  but  cbferve,  madam,  this  is  the  only 
tribunal  where  friends  and  enemies  may  openly 
appear;  think  of  its  former  decifions. 

Yet,  it  has  given  proofs  of  great  impartiality; 
it  was  ridiculed,  by  M.  de  Montefquieu,  in  his 
Perfian  Letters  moft  openly  ;  nay,  more,  he  fati- 
rized  Men  of  Letters,  wi  hout  exception  ;  yet 
this  was  the  work  which  gained  him  a  feat  in  the 
French  Academy  (<v.)  This  impartiality  was 
the  more  remarkable,  for  that  the  Academy  had 
an  excellent  pretext  to  reject  the  Author  of  the 
Perfian  Letters,  notwithstanding  the  fuperiority 
of  his  abilities,  the  work  being  full  of  dangerous 
principles  and  traits  againft  Religion.  Be  that  as 
it  will,  I  am  defirous  you  fhould  begin  your 
Canvas  this  very  day. 

I  obey,  but  do  not  comprehend  you,  madam. 

I  believe  you,  replied  Aurelia,  fmiling;  and 
your  obedience  will  have  the  greater  value.  It 
grows  late;  go,  begin  your  vifits,  and  return 
here  to  fupper. 

(*•)  It  was  his  foil  work. 

Luzin- 
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Luzincourt  wifhed  (till  to  remonftrate,  but 
Aurelia  would  not  liflen ;  and  he  left  her,  unable 
to  divine  her  motives,  or  doubt  her  fmcerity. 

Luzincourt  returned  in  the  evening  more  de- 
jected than  ever.  The  reception  he  had  met 
widi  in  his  vifits  had  not  left  him  the  leaft  ray 
of  hrpe;  he  complained  to  Au  elia,  who  ftill 
h.ld  tne  fame  language.  He  knew  not  what  to 
think,  but  his  agitation  was  extreme.  What- 
ever caprice  might  cccafion  this  conduct  in  Au- 
relia,  he  could  not  renounce  all  hope,  being  cer- 
tain of  a  fecret  [-reference, 

The  day  of  decision  at,  length  arrived,  and 
Aurelia  would  have  her  two  lovers  dine  at  her 
houie,  that  they  might  learn,  in  her  prefence,  oil 
whom  the  Academy  had  conferred  their  votes. 

After  dinner,  Aurelia  made  them  both  promife 
to  fubmit,  without  murmuring,  to  their  fate. 
Dampy  lie,  certain  of  his  ground,  made  a  pom- 
pous difplay  of  fine  fentiments.  Luzincourt 
could  neither  fpeuk  nor  think.  The  moment  of 
deftiny  drew  wear,  and  fear  and  apprehenfion  fuc- 
ceeded  to  the  various  fcniations,  with  which  he 
had  till  then  flattered  his  heart ;  it  i^emed  at  this 
moment  clear  to  him,  that  Aurelia  and  his  Rival 
underftood  each  other  j  and  that  her  purpofe  was 
only  to  add  to  the  glory  of  Damovilie,  by  giving 
him  an  opponent,  wuo  might  render  his  triumph 

more 
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more  complete  in  the  eyes  of  the  Public.  The 
milcrable  tuzincourt  law  himfclf  bafely  de- 
ceived, played  upon,  betrayed,  and  kept  a  mourn- 
ful fifence,  Aurclia  itemed  malicioufly  to  be- 
hold and  enjoy  that  dreadful  perplexity  which 
he  could  not  diilcnible. 

At  five  o'cl.jck  Autelia  received  a  letter,  and 
went  into  an  inner  room,  whither  ihe  loon  lent 
for  Damoville  and  Luzincourt  to  come.  As 
foon  as  tiiey  appeared,  fhe  advanced  towards 
them,  and  laid,  i  was  defirous  of  announcing  to 
you  myfeif  the  decifion  of  the  Academy. 

.  Luzincourt's  colour  went  and  came.  Damo- 
ville knew  too  well  what  that  decifion  was  to 
fuffer  the  leatr.  inquietude;  he  prefled  Aurelia, 
however,  to  pronounce  his  fate. 

That  I  ihall  do,  faid  fhe,  yet  do  not  think  I 
fhall  aftonifh  either  of  you,  by  telling  you,  that 
you,  Damoville,  had  all  the  Votes — But  is  is  now 
time  to  fulfil  an  engagement  dear  to  my  heart.-^ 
promifed  my  hand  to  him,  whofe  merits  might 
ititle  him  to  the  place  you  have  obtained^  and  this 
the  man. 

How  !    interrupted  Damoville.      What  is   it 
>u  mean  to  fay  ? 

.That  the  Academy  has  chofen  you,  but  that 
chuie  Luzincourt. 

Luzin- 
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Luzincourt,  quite  befide  himfelf,  fell  at  Au« 
relia's  feet. — And  do  you  think,  exclaimed  Da- 
moville,  in  a  tone  of  rage,  do  you  think,  ma- 
dam, .you  have  nothing  to  fear  from  the  refent- 
ment  of  a  man  whom  you  have  fo  perfidioufly 
deceived. 

I  have  not  deceived  you,  replied  Aurelia, 
coldly ;  pleafe  to  recollect.  Sir,  the  words  of  my 
Billet  j  they  -are  thefe ;  "Them  is  a  vacancy  in  the 
Academy  j  he^  alone^  vuhofe  merits  may  entitle  him  to 
this  placf)  I  foail  think  worthy  of  me. — Luzin- 
court's  modeity  and  your  vanity,  only  could 
produce  your  mutual  error :  had  you  done  your- 
felves  juflice,  this  Billet  would  have  deceived 
neither  of  you. 

As  to  any  thing  farther,  continued  Aurelia,  I 
(hall  foon  calm  your  exceffive  choler.  I  have 
long  known  you,  Damoville.  Men  of  Art,  like 
you,  are  no  fo  difficult  to  be  underftood  as  you 
imagine;  and  befides,  here  are  Letters,  which  put 
your  character  out  of  doubt. 

So  faying,  ike  took  out  a  pocket  book,  opened 
it,  and  fhewing  Damoville  the  papers  it  con- 
tained, afked  him  if  he  did  not  know  the  hand- 
writing. 

Heavens  !  cried  Damoville,  by  what  treachery 
came  thofe  Letters  into  your  hands  ? 

You 
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You  talked  juft  now  of  refentment,  faid  Au- 
relia  j  judge  if  a  woman  is  not  to  be  feared. — I 
am  defamed  in  thefe  Letters  addrefled  to  Madame 
d'Herblay,  and  many  other  people  are  treated  in 
them  with  the  like  freedom.  Madame  d'Her- 
blay, your  confidant  at  that  time,  found  reafon 
to  complain  of  you  in  the  end  :  fhe  did  not  think 
proper  to  quarrel,  but  took  care  to  be  revenged. 
Imagining  I  intended  to  marry  you,  fhe  fent  me. 
thefe  a  fortnight  before  her  death.  You  now 
perceive,  you  knew  not  all  the  reafons  I  had  not 
to  weep  at  your  Eulogium  on  her  -,  and,  I  flatter 
myfelf,  my  infenfibility  will  at  prefent  appear 
lefs  wonderful. 

Aurelia  then  fat  down,  and  was  filent.  Da- 
moville,  confounded,  annihilated,  ftood  motion- 

Jefs. After  a  moment's  paufe,  Damoviile  ad- 

dreffing  Aurelia,  faid — Conclude,  madam,  and, 
convince  me  how  fatal  the  refentment  and  ha- 
tred of  a  woman  may  be ;  fliew  my  Enemies 
thefe  Letters,  publifli  them,  and  fink  me  for 
ever.  I  am  at  your  mercy  ! 

I  dare  allure  you,  faid  Luzincourt,  Aurelia  is 
incapable  of  fo  doing. 

Be  calm,  Damoviile,  anfwered  Aurelia,  you 
are  fafe.  Madame  d'Herblay  was  then  neceilary 
to  youi  fhe  hated  without  knowing  me,  and  to 
pleafe  her  you  hav^  not  hefitated  to  fpeak  ill  of , 

VOL,  v.  E  me ; 
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me ;  you  have  fatirized  and  blackened  me,  but  I 
have  neither  hatred  nor  refentment.  You  want 
principles ;  you  think  that  ftraight-forward  Vir- 
tue is  prejudicial  to  Fortune,  and  are  malicious 
and  intriguing  from  calculation.  I  wifhed  not 
revenge,  but  to  give  you  a  ufeful  lefTon,  which 
may  beat  all  times  beneficial:  J  wiihed  to  de- 
monftrate  to  you  the  abfurdity  of  the  cowardly 
and  timid  fyftem  you  have  followed.  What  are 
the  fruits  of  all  your  artifices  ?  Do  you  now 
think  that,  by  intrigue  and  cabal,  you  may  at 
once  engage  the  Public  to  read  your  Works,  de- 
termine Foreigners  to  tranflate  them,  and  van- 
quifh  a  Rival,  who  owes  his  reputation  only  to 
his  abilities  ?  Adieu  j  here  are  your  Letters  j 
take  them :  I  kept  them  only  to  return  them. 

Damoville  inftantly  feized  the  pocket  book 
which  Aurelia  prefented,  and  haftily  difappeared. 

Luzincourt  now  gave  way  to  all  the  tranfports 
which  love,  gratitude,  and  exceffive  joy  might 
infpire.  I  deceived  you,  faid  Aurelia,  to  prove 
you,  for  I  was  highly  interefted  to  know  you  ;  I 
have  long  ftudied  your  character,  ard  am  at  lafr, 
certain  that,  in  making  you  happy,  I  fhall  make 
rnyfelf  fo. 

In.  the  evening  Luzincourt  tore  himfelf  from 
Aurelia's  prefence  to  find  the  Vifcount,  with 
whom  he  pafled  a  great  part  of  the  night,  con- 

verfing 
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verfmg  on  his  happinefs.  He  had  immediately 
written  to  his  father,  who  truly  rejoiced;  and 
came  to  Paris,  that  he  might  attend  fo  dear  and 
worthy  a  fon  to  the  Altar,  where  Luzincourt 
received  the  hand  of  Aurelia. 

As  they  left  the  Church,  his  father  took  him 
in  his  arms,  prefTed  him  to  his  bofom,  and  ex- 
claimed, Oh,  my  fon  !  I  foretold  thee  that  an 
upright  conducl,  a  contempt  of  intrigue,  and  a 
refpecl:  for  Religion  and  Morality,  diftinguifh 
eflimable  Authors,  and  bequeath  permanent  re- 
putation ;  that  the  love  of  true  glory  could  alone 
give  defirable  fuccefs,  and  that,  foon  or  late, 
happinefs  muft  be  the  confequence  of  Virtue  and 
Genius, 


E.2 


DAPH- 


DAPHNIS   AND  PANROSE; 


OR,    THE 


MOUNTAIN    NYMPHS. 


A    MORAL    TALE. 


ADVERTISEMENT, 

1  WISHED  to  prove  Love  was  but  an 
Illufion,  that  promifed  happinefs,  which 
it  could  only  trouble  or  deftroy.  The 
Allegories  of  Mythology  I  thought  might 
render  thefe  moral  truths  more  ftriking, 
wherefore  I  fought  for  a  fubject  in  fabulous 
ftory,  and  I  found  one  which  perfectly 
agreed  with  my  plan.  It  is  the  following : 
"  Daphnis,  a  young  Sicilian  Shepherd, 
"  and  Son-  of  Mercury,  loved  a  Nymph, 
"  with  whom  he  obtained  from  heaven  a 
<c  decree,  that  whoever  fhould  firft  violate 
<c  the  conjugal  vow  fhould  be  ftruck  blind. 
"  Daphnis  forgot  his  oath,  attached  him- 
"  felf  to  another  Nymph,  and  was  imme- 
"  diately  deprived  of  fight. " 

Diftionnaire  de  la  Fable,  par  Cbomprg. 

As  I  have  long  known  fabulous  hiftory 
contained  a  multitude  of  incidents  not 
common,  and  many  interefting  Perfons, 
Heroines,  Nymphs,  and  even  Divinities  in 
the  fame  predicament,  I  was  certain  of  at 
E  4  lead 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

leaft  prefenting  a  new  pi<5ture,  which  in  this 
kind  of  writing  is  a  merit  feldom  enough 
feen.  I  do  not  pretend,  however,  to  have 
inade  any  very  deep  refearches  for  this  little 
Tale.  A  volume  in  twelves  fatisfied  me, 
\vhich  was  the  Dittiwnaire  de  la  Fable>  a 
book  that .  Is  in  the  hands  of  moil  young 
people;  and  is  efteemed,  with  reafon,  by 
every  body,  for  the  prodigious  quantity  of 
facts  it  contains,  and  becaufe  that  it  alone 
may  afford  a  fuMlcient  knowledge  of  My- 
thology, to  thofe  who  take  the  pains  to  read 
it.  But  thefe  are  fo  few  that  I  have  thought 
it  necefTary  to  place  here  the  Dramatis  Per- 
Jon<e>  as  at  the  head  .of  a  Comedy,  for  the 
better  underflanding  of  the  Tale,  which  is 
often  done  by  various  Englifh  Authors, 
llichardfon,  at  the  beginning  of  his  Cla- 
lifTa,  gives  a  lift  of  his  Characters;  and  I 
do  not  fee  why  we  fhould  not  adopt  a  cuf- 
tom  which  increafes  perfpicuity;  like  as  we 
have  borrowed,  from  thefe  fame  Novels, 
the  mode  of  retrenching  ourjaidbe,  anfwer- 
ed  he>  and  replied  Jke* 

D  R  A~ 


DRAMATIS     PERSONS. 


T-N 

UAPHNIS. 


VENUS. 
CUPID. 
MERCURY.  The  Son  of  Jupiter  and  Maia. 

("The  Daughter  of  Faunus  (#),  and 
Goddefs  of  Shame  and  Moclefty. 
Wen  were  not  permitted  to  attend 
DRYAS.      ^      her  Sacrifices.  She  was  in  the  rank 
of  rural  Dieties,  was  honoured  in 
I      Cities,  but  inhabited  only  Mea- 
L     dows,  Woods,  and  Mountains.' 
C  A    Sicilian    Shepherd,  the    Son    of 

<        »  /i  IT  rr>  r 

£      Mercury,  and  Lover  or  ranroie. 
p  C  One  of  the  Oreades,  that  is  to  fay> 

'   I     Nymphs  of  the  Mountains. 
f  The  Daughter  of  Archidamas.    She 
1      obtained  the  firft  Prize  from  the 
CYNISCA.  Charioteers     in     the     Olympic 

Games,  on  which  {he  was  decreed 
great  Honours  (b). 

The  SCENE  lies,  for  the  moft  part,  in  Sicily,  and 
I  have  chofen  to  place  it  on  Mount  ^tna,  of 
which  1  fuppofe  Panrofe  was  one  of  the  Oreades,. 

(a)  Fauims,  the  Son  of  Picus,  eftablifhed  Public  Wor- 
ihip  to  Saturn,  his  Grandfather,  and  placed  his  Fnrher 
Picus,  and  his  \Vife  and  Sifter,  Fauna,  in  the  number  of 
the  Gods,  He  was,  himfelf,  honoured  as  a  God  ;  his  Wife 
was  held  the  firit  Goddefs  of  the  Fa^ns,  a  fpecies  of  Divini- 
tie.«,  particularly  confuir^i  <n  furu-.-e  evc-nts.  Fairies  have 
replaced  the  Faun?.  Diff.  de  la  Fable. 

(^)  This  Cynifca  wa  tne  Da.ighter  of  ArchiciamaSj 
King  nf  Sparta.  The  DJ6tionnaire  de-la  Fable  does  not 
mention  this  circum(ta--ce,  but  all  the  ancient  Authors^ 
who  iueak  of  Cynifca,  do. 

E  5  ADt- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

A  Dejcrifti  on  0/MouNt  ^TNA. 

IT  was  from  Mount  ^Etna  that  Pluto 
carried  off  Proferpine,  who  was  gathering 
flowers,  and  forming  them  into  garlands. 
Cyane,  who  endeavoured  to  oppofe  him, 
was  changed  into  a  fountain.  From  JEtna, 
may  be  difcovered  the  river  Acis,  which 
bears  the  fame  name  to  this  very  day. 
The  Gulfs  of  Scylla  and  Charybdis  are 
alfo  in  Sicily,  as  is  the  Fountain  Areth'ufa. 
The  Lake  of  the  Palicii  is  found  on  ./Etna, 
the  origin  of  which  was  as  follows:  The 
Mule  Thalia,  beloved  of  Jupiter,  and 
dreading  the  wrath  of  Juno,  prayed  the 
Earth  might  fwallow  her  up,  and  her 
prayer  was  heard.  In  this  fituation  ihe  be- 
came the  mother  of  twins,  who  were  called 
Palicii,  becaufe  they  were  born  twice;  the 
firft  time  from  their  mother's  womb,  and 
the  fecond  from  the  womb  of  the  earth ; 
two  Lakes  arofe,  formidable  to  the  per- 
jured and  the  guilty,  in  the  fpot  where 
they  were  born,  on  the  fummit  of  -/Etna  ; 

the 
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the  Sicilians  facrifked  to  the  Palicii  as 
Deities.  Poets  have  feigned  that  die 
forges  of  Vulcan  were  in  the  bowels  of 
j£tna,  and  that  the  Cyclops  laboured  there 
continually,  to  make  thunder  bolts  for 
Jupiter — Ditf.  de  la  Fable. 

\  have  only  here  given  fuch  explanations 
as  were  necefiary  to  underftand  the  Tale ; 
a  few  others  I  have  added,  in  Notes,  at  the 
end  of  the  work ;  I  have  not  uied  by  far 
all  the  interefting  and  little-known  in- 
cidents I  found  in  the  Dictionnaire  de  la 
Fable,  as  any  perfon  may  fee,  who  will 
take  the  trouble  to  look  under  the  article 
Lybas ;  whofe  hiflory  would  have  furnifhed 
me  with  an  excellent  Epifode,  had  I  wifhed 
to  lengthen  this  trifle,  and  which  cer- 
tainly would  make  a  fine  lubject  for  an 
Opera.  The  articles  Phyllis,  Periftera, 
Phaloe,  &c.  would  have  done  the  fame. 
How  many  novelties  might  I  then  have 
prefented,  had  I,  inftead  of  fcrupuloufly 
keeping  myfelf  to  my  little  Diftionnairey 
-  availed  myfelf  of  thofe  fcventeen  or  eigh- 
teen volumes  which  contain  the  ancient 
E  6  Mytho- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Mythology  (a)  ;  but  were  I  either  Painter 
or  Poet  I  would  again  read,  and  attentive- 
ly, that  I  might  not  be  obliged  to  copy 
fubjects  which  have  become  fo  common  as 
to  be  known  by  every  body. 

A 

(a)    The    Iliad,    Odyfley,    JEneid    with    Notes. 

The   Metamorphofis    of   Ovid. Herodotus,    and    the 

two  firft  volumes  of  Diodorus  of  Sicily,— — Mceurs 
des  Grecs,  by  Menard,  &c. 


DAPH- 


DAPHNIS  AND   PAN  ROSE; 

OR,    THE 

MOUNTAIN    NYMPHS. 
A  MORAL  TALE. 


Pafce  TAgna  Terbette,  il  Lupo  TAgne, 
Ma  il  crudo  Amor  di  lagrime  fi  pafce 
Nc1  fene  moftra  rnai  fatollo. 

Ammta  dl  Torquato  Taffe, 


NIGHT,  gloomy  and  tranquil,  reigned  over 
the  umverfe;  the  God  of  Day,  on  the 
bcfom  of  Thetis,  forgot  Olympus  and  mankind, 
and  left  his  fitter  to  enlighten  the  world.  The 
infenfible  Goddefs  lends  her  light  with  regret; 
fhe  defpifes  and  hates  Love,  whom  yet  her  foft  and 
tender  rays  favour.  Already  the  unhappy  Orion, 
vi&im  of  rafh  paftion,  (nines  in  the  Heavens  ;  he 
waits  the  moment  when  Diana,  in  her  flow  and 
meafured  courfe,  fhall  make  her  approach.  Already 
is  feen  the  Nymph  beloved  of  Jupiter,  and  her  Son 
the  youthful  Areas ;  the  affe&ionate  Andromeda 
is  by  her  Lover's  fide  5  the  bright  Star  of  Venus 

appears  3 
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appears ;  all  announce  Love  ;  and  the  Heavens 
and  the  Earth  retrace  and  paint  his  power. 

The  haughty  Diana  fighs  at  the  fight;  but 
cafting  her  eyes  towards  the  delicious  ifle  of  Pa- 
phos,  {he  there  difcovers  a  momentary  confola- 
tion,  her  enemy  Love  bathed  in  tears,  on  his 
mother's  knee  ;  the  Bowers  and  Brooks  echo  back 
his  fobs  and  plaints ;  his  anger  is  the  anger  of  a 
capricious  child ;  by  feeking  to  appeafe,  he  is 
made  mere  impetuous  and  more  obftinate  ;  Venus 
in  vain  careffes  and  clafps  him  in  her  arms,  he 
ftruggles  and  rebels,  his  grief  increafes,  and  his 
vexation  becomes  wrath. 

Yenus,  irritated  in  her  turn,  ^puts  him  from 
her,  and  reproaches  him  for  his  frowardnefs. 
Unconquerable  and  cruel  boy,  faid  the  Goddefs, 
inildnefs,  gentlenefs,  and  indulgence  make  thee 

only  more  intractable  and  fierce But  I  guefs 

too  well  the  caufe  of  this  deep  grief;  thou,  doubt- 
lefs,  canft  not  commit,  all  the  diforder,  canft 

not  fcatter  all  the  perplexity  thou  defireft. 

To  divide  Gods  and  Men  are  thy  fports  and  plea- 
furcs;  never  do  thy  perfidious  tears  flow,  but 
from  the  inhuman  regret  of  being  unable  to  do 
all  the  mifchief  thou  didft  meditate. 

Love,  thus  reproached,  became  more  calm,  and 
with  fubmiflive  and  affectionate  looks,  approached 
his  mother,  whofe  arms  were  already  extended 

to 
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to  receive  him.  The  Goddefs  tenderly  wiped 
away  the  tears  of  Love,  with  the  veil  which  float- 
ed round  her  beauteous  fhoulder.  Ungrateful 
boy,  faid  fhe,  I  ought  not  to  Jove  thee;  but  who 
can  retain  anger,  and  behold  the  tears  of  Love  ? 
Thou  complaineft  and  weepeft,  and  I  forget  my 
wrath  :  'tis  ftrange,  but  true,  the  pleafure  of  par- 
doning thee  is  a  fufficient  recompence  for  all  thy 

ingratitude. Speak,  tell  me  thy  forrows, 

my  heart  will  participate  them. 

Well  then,  replied  Love,  liften,  mamma,  to 
my  forrowful  recital.  You  know  how  much  I 
have  done  for  Daphnis,  the  beloved  fon  of  Mer- 
cury. What  fhepherd  of  Sicily  may  be  compared 
to  Daphnis  ?  Apollo,  himfelf,  and  the  Mufes, 
fcarce  dare  contend  with  him  in  fong.  The  God 
of  Eloquence  beftowed  on  him  his  own  fhining 
and  fublime  talents ;  but  Daphnis  owes  to  me, 
alone,  the  happy  gift  to  captivate.  Alas  f  Ufelefs 
is  the  gift.  Daphnis,  I  own,  fees  every  fhepherdefs 
of  Sicily  difpute  with  her  companions  the  glory 
of  pleafmg  him,  and  a  thoufand  charming 
Nymphs  claiming  his  heart.  But  wherefore  ? 
One  only  has  been  able  to  allure  and  fix  his 
vows,  and  over  her  my  arrows  have  no  power. 

Among  the  light  Nymphs  who  inhabit  the 
dread  Mountain,  where,  day  and  night,  are 
heard  the  thundering  clamours  of  Vulcan's  forges, 

Panrofcj 
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Panrofe,  the  moft^  beautiful  of  the  Mountain 
Nymphs,  and  equal  to  the  Goddeffes,  is  beloved 
of  Daphni?,  and  yet  preferves  her  freedom ;  in 
vain,  for  her,  Daphnis  languifhes  and  confumes  ; 
the  haughty  Nymph  difdains  his  homage,  re- 
fufes  to  liften  to  his  fongs,  flies  Daphnis,  and  de- 
fpifes  Love. 

Oh  !  if  Beauty  ought  to  facrifice  on  my  Altars; 
if  by  me  (he  reigns,  and  if  her  glory  is  my  work, 
what  have  not  I  a  right  to  expert  from  Panrofe  ? 
Yet,  ungrateful  as  fhe  is,  fhe  owns  not  my  be- 
nefits, and  braves  my  power.  The  lofty  Diana 
and  the  ftern  Dryas  are  her  Divinities ;  them  fhe 
prefers  to  me  -,  the  daughter  of  Faunus  has 
vanqui died  me ;  has  found  the  art  to  attract 
and  detain  Panrofe  in  her  rural  Grotto ;  there 
the  is  revered  and  confuhed ;  there  fhe  liftens 
with  pleafure  to  the  gloomy  leflbns  of  the  fevere 
Dryas,  while  her  heart  remains  infenfible  to  all 
the  delights  of  Love. Oh  Venus  !  O  my  mo- 
ther !  Ought  .  to  fubmit  tv)  fuch  infults,  to  fuch 
excefs  of  fhame  ? 

As  he  ended  this  bitter  complaint,  the  God 
threw  himfelf  into  the  arms  of  Venus,  and  an 
inundation  of  tears  overflowed  his  divine  coun- 
tenance, while  his  tender  mother  mingled  her 
cryfbl  drops  with  his. 

i  So 


THE    TALES    OF    THE    C  A  S  T  t  E.       89 

So  when  the  footfteps  of  Aurora  are  firft  lightly 
imprinted  on  the  mountain-top,  we  behoM  the 
bright  Queen  of  Flowers  bathed  in  mellifluous 
dew,  which,  in  liquid  pearl,  fhe  fheds  on  the  new- 
born buds  beneath  her  feet.  And  thus  did  melt- 
ing Venus  fhed  her  mild  tears  on  the  bewitch- 
ing face  of  Love. 

Be  comforted,  my  fon,  faid  (he,  tenderly  ;  fear 
nothing.  What  !  Art  thou  not  certain  to  feduce, 
if  once  thou  canft  be  heard  ?  Thou  who  canft 
take  fo  many  thoufand  different  forms.  Why  haft 
thou  offered  thyfelf  to  the  timid  eyes  of  Panrofe 
under  a  fhape  fhe  fears  ?  Thou  art  never  fo  dan- 
gerous as  when  thou  art  difguifed.  How  often 
haft  thou  thus  deceived  the  Immortals  ?  Nay,  Ju- 
piter himfelf  ?  And  (halt  not  thou  find  it  much 
more  eafy  to  impofe  upon  Dryas,  and  delude  Pan- 
rofe ?  Hide  thy  murdering  Arrows,  thy  Bow  and 
Quiver,  but  more  efpecially  hide  thy  wings  !— 
And  thy  triumph  is  certain. 

Love  fmiled,  and  joy  brightened  in  his  eyes ; 
he  kiffed  his  mother,  fpurned  the  earth's  bofom, 
and  directed  his  rapid  and  audacious  flight  to- 
ward the  fortunate  brinki  of  the  Fountain  of 
Arethufa. 

Already  had  Aurora  fhed  her  vermillion  dye  over 
the  golden  horizon  ;  Nature  feemed  animated  and 
quickened  by  her  mild  rays  j  the  Flowers  opened 

their 
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their  bofoms  and  perfumed  the  air;  the  fickle 
Lover  of  Flora  agitated  the  foliage,  and  played 
among  the  rufhes  j  the  Sky-Lark  rofe  from  his 
earthy  bed  to  meet  the  Sun ;  Echo  forgot  her 
melancholy,  and  anfwered  his  fhrill  and  enliven- 
ing accents ;  Langour  fled,  and  all  was  life  and 
fenfibility. 

Aloft  as  he  wantoned  in  the  air,  Love  caft  his 
eyes  over  Sicily,  and  faw  the  Oreades  (a]  dif- 
perfed  over  the  fummi'S  of  /Etna  ;  Panrofe  was 
eafily  diflinguifhed,  and  Love,  for  a  moment,' 
ftopt  his  flight  to  contemplate  the  Nymph.  Thus 
does  the  terrible  Eagle^  hovering  above  the  clouds, 
caft  an  eye  of  avidity  on  the  innocent  Lamb 
ready  to  become  his  prey  !  And  thus  did  the 
God  of  Paphos  triumph,  while  he  admired  the 
open,  ingenuous  air,  the  grace  and  celeftial 
beauty  of  Panrofe  ! 

The  Nymph  called  her  companions,  who  all 
aflembled  at  the  found  of  her  voice;  and  the 
bright  and  agile  Troop  defcended  the  mountain, 
turning  their  bounding  footfteps  towards  the 
Grotto  of  Dryas. 

Love,  following  then  the  advice  of  Venus, 
changed  his  form,  took  the  fhape,  the  features, 
snd  the  fimplicity  of  the  youthful  Coronis,  the 
cherifhed  companion  of  Panrofe ;  and,  thus 

(«)  Mountain  Nymphs. 

difguifed, 
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difguifed,  the  audacious  God  penetrated  the  facred 
Grotto,  the  entrance  to  which  had  been  to  him, 
till  that  day,  interdicted. 

Here,  in  this  peaceable  place,  this  revered  afy* 
lum  of  innocence  and  happinefs,  every  thing  of- 
fended the  eyes  of  Love ;  the  Grotto,  the  work  of 
a  Goddefs,  wore  the  afpecl:  of  an  auguft  Temple; 
magnificent,  yet  rural.  Columns  of  Alabafter, 
adorned  with  Garlands  of  Laurel  and  Elichryfum, 
fuftained  the  edifice j  the  walls  were  of  Parian 
Marble,  dazzling  bright,  on  which  a  divine  hand 
had  traced  in  Bas-relief  the  ftories  of  virtuous 
women,  who  had  been  an  ornament  to  their  fex, 
and  honour  to  their  country. 

In  one  part  were  reprefented  the  generous  He- 
roines, who  had  devoted  themfelves  to  their  coun- 
try's good :  the  Daughters  of  Antipcenus  prefent- 
ing  themfelves  as  facrifices  for  the  profperity  of 
Thebes  j  and  the  courageous  Hyacinthides  offer- 
ing the  fame  example.  From  the  fatal  Pile,  that 
had  confumed  the  Daughters  of  Echion,  were 
feen  two  Youths,  with  crowns  on  their  heads, 
rifmg  from  their  afhes :  a  famous  and  glorious 
miracle  wrought  in  honour  of  fublime  virtue, 
and  to  confole  an  unfortunate  father  (i). 

Befide  thefe  Heroines  were  placed  all  the  in- 
terefting  Victims  of  Filial  Love:  the  feven 
Daughters  of  Alcyon,  unable  to  furvive  their 

Father, 
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Father,  preparing  to  bury  themfelves  beneath  the 
waves  ;  the  charming  Erigone  immolating  her- 
felf  at  the  Tomb  of  Icarus  ;  the  beauteous  Hyp- 
fipyle  cxpofing  herfeif  to  lofs  of  life  and  throne, 
to  preferve  Thoas  from  the  fury  of  the  Lemniau 
Women. 

Here  is  beheld  the  valiant  Harpalyce,  like 
Pallas  in  the  midfts  cf  Combats,  braving  every 
clanger  Death  ca"»  prefent,  who  is  fcen  under  a 
thoufand  different  forms :  but  fhe  beholds  her 
father  only,  guards  him,  places  her  fair  body 
before  him,  eager  to  receive  the  blows  deftined 
for  his  deftruclfion,  and  at  lad  bears  him  from  his 
enemies  victorious  into  Thrace.  Among  this 
heroic  troop  are  alfo  feen  the  tender  filters  of  the 
young  Hyas,  of  the  imprudent  Phaeton,  and  the 
Meleagrides  (2). 

The  amiable  Goddefs  of  Modefty  delighted, 
particularly,  to  trace  forms  of  thofe  victorious 
Nymphs  who  had  refitted  and  efcaped  the  fnares 
of  Love ;  Panrope,  Arethufa,  Syrinx,  and  the 
beauteous  Daphne ;  Tucia  and  Claudia,  dear  to 
V'eftaj  Anaxabia,  protected  by  Diana;  Bolina, 
infenfible  to  the  love  of  the  moft  charming  of  all 
the  Gods;  fhe  is  pictured  in  the  moment  when, 
to  avoid  the  purfuits  of  Apollo,  fhe  cafts  herfeif 
into  the  fea ;  here  fhe  thinks  to  find  certain  death  ; 
but  her  Lover  himfelf  is  obliged,  while  he  bewails, 

to 
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to  admire  her  virtue  ;  .he  implores  Jupiter;  the 
Nymph  is  reftored  to  lile,  and,  worthy  of  Olym- 
pus, is  received  to  immortality  (3). 

Dryas  forgot  not  to  give  tender  mothers  and 
faithful  wives  a  place  in  her  Temple.  Here  where 
repreilnted,  at  the  moft  interefting  moments  of 
their  lives,  Penelope,  Artemifia,  Andromache, 
Alcyone,  and  the  generous  Alceftes  -,  the  unhap- 
py Argia,  performing  the  laft  duties  to  her  huf- 
band  ;  Laodamia  expiring  at  the  fight  of  the 
Ghoft  of  Protefilaus,  and  following  the  adored 
Shade  to  the  Manfions  of  Death.  Farther  on  are 
feen  Arganthone  and  Canens  confumed  by  grief; 
the  unfortunate  Clytia  renouncing  day,  which 
fhe  (ietefts;  and  the  courageous  and  faithful 
Evadne  cafting  herfelf  into  the  flames  that  con- 
fumed  her  hufband  (4.). 

Among  the  multitude  of  women,  whom  ma- 
ternal tendernefs  had  made  illuftrious,  were  the 
affediionate  Pyrenne,  and  the  Nymph  who  gave 
birth  to  Cyenus  -  Fatal  Argonauts  !  Your 
voyage  robbed  the  tendereft  of  mothers  of  life  ! 
Amphinome  could  not  fupport  the  abfence  of 
Jafon,  and  plunged  a  dagger  in  her  bofom.  Cal- 
lipatria,  as  affe&ionate,  but  a  more  happy  mother, 
dared  10  brave  every  danger,  to  follow  her  fon  to 
the  Olympic  Games,  and  enjoyed  the  pleafure 


of  beholding  him  crowned 


At 
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At  the  farther  part  of  the  Temple,  Dryas  has 
erected  Statues  to  the  Deities  deareft  to  her  heart. 
Friendfhip,  the  auguft  Vefta,  and  the  two  im- 
mortal Sifters,  who  prefide  over  purity  of  Man- 
ners (a).  Love  fighs,  and  chafes  to  think  he  is 
not  preferred  to  theie  peaceable  Divinities.  He 
is  more  angry  ftill,  to  fee  Dryas  furroundsd  by  all 
the  Nymphs  of  the  Waters,  the  Woods,  the 
Meadows,  and  the  Mountains  (6). 

The  Goddefs  is  feated  on  a  verdant  and  flowery 
Throne;  the  majeftic  Lily  and  the  humble  Vio- 
let, fpring  and  grow  around  her  and  beneath ;  a 
fnow-white  Veil  hides  part  of  her  face,  and  falls 
undulating  on  her  flioulders  and  around  her  waift. 
Love  himfelf  is  forced  to  admire  the  ruddy,  yet 
foft,  frefhnefs  of  her  countenance ;  her  graceful 
motion,  and  the  mild  majefty  of  her  front.  He 
deilres  to  approach,  and  behold  her  nearer,  but 
afenfation  new  to  him  withholds  him  j  he  Hops, 
while,  by  a  charm  he  cannot  comprehend,  the 
Goddefs  at  once  invites  him  and  detersT 

The  Nymphs  now  difperfe  throughout  the 
Grotto,  except  Panrofe,  who  feats  herfelf  at  the 
feet  of  the  Goddefs.  Love,  infeparable  from 
Panrofe,  ftill  attends  by  her  fide,  under  the  form 
of  Coronis.  Dryas  gives  the  Nymphs  ufeful  Jef- 
fons  :  my  dear  Panrofe,  faid  (he,  beware  of  the 

(a)  Callianafla  and  Callianira.     Did.  dcla  FabJe, 
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fnares  of  Love ;  it  is  not  when  he  fhews,  but 
when  he  hides  himfelf,  he  is  moft  to  be  feared  ! 
Thus  it  was  he  furprized  Melantho,  Leucotl.oe, 
the  innocent  Califta,  and  the  fair  Pomona  (7).  He 
triumphs  only  in  delufion  and  deceit.  Hepromifes 
happinefs  ;  but  he  only  can  difturb  it,  or  deftroy. 

Thus  fpoke  Dryas  :  Panrofe  promifed  to  follow 
her  advice,  and  Love  Jaughed. 

The  unfufpe&ing  Nymph  recollecting  her  com- 
panions, and  leaning  with  fecurity  on  the  arm  of 
the  dangerous  Coronis,  quitted  the  Grotto  of 
Dryas.  Scarcely  had  fhe  left  this  auguft  Afylurn 
before  an  uncommon  fenfation  invaded  her  heart.. 
Silent  and  loft  in  thought,  fhe  followed  the  foot- 
fteps  of  Love,  who  led  her  far  from  her  compani- 
ons. The  paths  he  chofe  were  all  ftrewed  with 
flowers  y  but,  while  fhe  wandered  along  this  un- 
known road,  Panrofe  fometimes  beheld  dreadful 
Precipices  and  bottomlefs  Gulf?,  that  made  her 
{brink:  andfhudder  with  horror  ! 

Oh  !  Coronis,  faid  fhe,  at  length,  with  a  timid 
and  trembling  voice,  whither  Coronis  doft  thou 
lead  me  ? 

We  are  on  ./Etna,  replied  Love.  Look  at  yon- 
der fmoke  which  rifes  in  dark  clouds  :  we  ap- 
proach the  fummit.  Fear  nothing,  charming 
Nymph,  for  what  you  have  to  fear  ? 

I  know  not,  faid  Panrofe :  and  yet  never  till  now  , 

did 
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did  I  feel  fuch  emotions !  Where  are  our  compa- 
nions ?  Come,  let  us  feek  them. 

Panrofe  would  have  called  Polixo,  Dymas, 
Phaloe  ;  but  fpent  and  fatigued  with  the  length 
and  rapidity  of  her  afcent,  fhe  had  not  the  power. 
Love  invited  her  to  repofe  in  a  bower  of  Myrtles  . 
and  Rofes,  not  far  from  the  horrid  Cave  where 
the  black  and  monflrous  Cyclops  forge  the  thun- 
der-bolts  of  Jupiter. 

She  {topped,  and  fat  down  upon  a  green  bank. 
She  could  not  conceive  what  pafTed  in  her 

foul. In  vain  did   (he  endeavour  to  drive  the 

image  of  Daphnis  from  her  imagination.  Every 
fong  he  had  made  on  her,  the  melting  founds  of 
his  voice,  and  the  youthful  fhepherd's  lyre,  were 
unceafingly  echoing  in  her  ear.  Songs  fo  fweet> 
fo  melodious,  that  never  Nymph  durft  hear,  ex- 
cept as  fhe  fled.  Thus  flies  the  fearful  and  light- 
footed  Deer,  who  hears  far  off  the  Huntfman's 
horn,  and  the  diftant  fhouts  of  the  Purfuer. 

Plunged  in  a  profound  re  very,  Panrofe  was 
filent ;  Love  beheld  her  with  malicious  fmiles, 
and  at  laft  addrefied  her  thus  : 

Oh!  Pam-ofe,  how  delightful  are  thefe  fcenes; 
what  ideas  do  they  retrace  !  Here  it  was  that  the 
lovely  daughter  of  Ceres  gathered  flowers,  and 
formed  them  into  garlands  of  Rofes,  when  the 
redoubled  Sovereign  of  Hell  firft  prefented  hirr.- 

•  felf 
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felf  to  her  view.  Here  did  Love  melt  the  heart 
of  this  ferociouc,  inflexible  and  cruel  God. 

Here,  in  vain,  did  the  imprudent  Cvane  op- 
pofe  the  tranfports  love  infpired:  fhe  loft  at  once 
her  form  and  life,  and  became  only  a  fugitive 
rivulet.  Yonder  you  fee  her  meandering  through 
the  flowery  mead.  Oh !  how  fweet  it  is  to 
come  and  meditate  upon  her  banks.  Methinks 
I  hear  her  plaintive  voice  murmuring  telJ  us, 
Oh  Nymphs,  beware  of  refitting  Love. 

Farther  off  you  difcover  the  Fountain  Are- 
thufa,  By  metamorphofmg  the  Nymph,  Diana 
hoped  fne  might  evade  the  purfuits  of  Alpheus ; 
but  he,  protected  by  Love,  foon  was  re-united 
to  his  Arethufa.  Behold  how  the  Fountain  fpurns 
backward  its  waters,  curls,  falls  again,  and  pre- 
cipitates its  white  froth  into  thevaft  and  profound 
fea  !  It  is  Love  who  gives  the  waves  this  impetu- 
ous motion,  who  hurries  on  the  unwilling  Ai  ?- 
thufa,  and  conduces  her  towards  her  lover. 

Caft  your  eyes  to  the  fide  of  yonder  Rock ; 
it  was  at  the  foot  of  that  majeftic  Cedar,  by  which 
it  is  overfhadowed,  that  the  affectionate  Gala* 
tea  converfed  with  her  Acis.  Behold  yonder 
River,  an  eternal  monument  of  regret  to  the 
Nereid,  and  of  the  power  of  Love  (#), 

(a)  Polyphemus  crufhed  Acis  benenth  a  Rock,  and  Ga- 
latea changed  the  blood  of  her  lover  into  a  River.  There 
is  at  preient  *  river  Acis  in  Sicily. 

VOL,    V.  F  But 
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But  what  founds  are  thtfe  which  aflault  our 
ears  ?  It  is  the  decline  of  day,  and  the  Shepherds, 
•driving  their  flocks  to  the  folds,  fmg  fweetly 
their  amorous  ditties,  while  each  approaches  the 
Hamlet  where  dwells  the  Shepherdefs  he  loves. 
Oh  !  what  foft  delights  muft  they  feel,  if  we  may 
judge  from  their  apparent  joy.  Hark!  hear  you 
not  thofe  charming  Concerts,  thofe  founds  of 
Flutes  and  rural  Lyres,  mingled  with  their  me- 
lodious voices  ;  the  Woods,  the  Rocks,  the  Val- 

]ies,  all  ref  ire  the  name  of  Love If  this  God 

•were  the  Author  of  fo  many  pangs,  were  it  true 
that  he  were  fuch  as  Dryas  had  depicted  him, 
•would  they  celebrate  him  with  fuch  joyous  tran- 

fport? But  what  is  the   matter    Panrofe  ? 

You  feemed  moved,  agitated. 

Do  I  not  hear  the  voice  of Hark,  Coronis  ! 

What  voice  do  you  hear  ?  replied  Love,  fmil- 
ing. 

Of — A  Shepherd,  faid  Panrofe,  with  a  blufh. 

But  what  Shepherd  ?  reiterated  Love. 

Oh  !  Coronis,  faid  Panrofe.  Yefterday,  m£ 
dear  Coronis,  I  could  mention  him  without 

fear  or  perplexity;     but    now 1    knpw   not 

wherefore }  dare  not   pronounce    his  name. 

Oh  Gods  ! the  voice  appooaches ;  fly  Co- 
ronis. 

It  is  too  late,  cried  Love. 

Daphnis 


THE    TALES    OF     THE    CASTLF.       99  - 

Daphnis  inftantly  appeared,  fprang  towards 
the  loft  Panrofe,  and  fell  at  her  feet,  in  vain  did 
{he  endeavour  to  avoid  him.  Love  detained, 
Love  held  her;  the  Nymph  complained  of  the 
violence,  but  yielded  to.it,  nor  was  fhc  angry  at  it. 

Having,  however,  liftened  to  Daphnis  for  fome 
moments,  Panrofe  at  laft  freed  herfelf  from  the 
arms  of  Love. 

Stop  Panrofe,  cried  Daphriis,  flop  ;  fmce  you 
wifh  me  dead,  fmce  you  hate  me,  praifed  be  the 
Gods  that  I  am  not  immortal. — Yes,  if  you  re- 
fufe  to  hear  me,  I  will  plunge  into  yonder  bot- 
tomlefs  abyfs,  and,  terminate  a  life  which  it  is  im- 
poflible  I  fhould  any  longer  fupport. 

He  faid  :  Panrofe,  vanquished  by  terror,  trem- 
blingly returned  ;  and,  guided  by  Love,  trium- 
phant, was  re-condu<Sted  to  the  Bower.  She  lif- 
tened to  the  tender  plaints  of  Daphnis,  and  a 
thoufand  times  repeated,  an  affectionate  friend- 
fhip  was  all  fhe  ever  could  entertaia  for  him, 
and  that  fhe  fhould  eternally  be  infenfible  to  Love. 
The  Shepherd,  however,  was  content ;  and  Pan- 
rofe,  as  fhe  parted  from  him,  promifed  to  re- 
turn, on  the  morrow,  to  the  Bower  in  which  they 
had  been  furprized  by  night. 

No  fooner  did  the  morning  dawn,  than  Panrofe, 
full  of  difquietude,  opprefled  by  melancholy  fore- 
bodings, went  to  feek  for,  and  open  her  heart  to, 
F  2  Dryas  i 
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Dryas  ;  the  Goddefs  figlied,  and  mourned  for 
Panrcfe.  Lovely  Nymph,  faid  fhe,  the  deed  is 
ac  com  pi  Tiied;  Cupid  has  feduced  your  heart. 
Oh  !  may  the  dangerous  Son  of  Mercury,  may 
Daphnis  feel  the  worth  of  his  vi^ory,  and  may 
the  torch  of  Hymen  light  you  to  happinefs  !  But 
that  God,  prude-nt  and  peaceable,  i.l  agrees  with 
Love;  he  requires  lading  fentiTnents,  thofe 
v.'hich  Love  infpires  all  are  fleeting  (8).  Obffa- 
cles,  fears,  inquietude,  are  the  food  of  Love; 
it  is  a  light  flame,  that  is  extinguifhed  if  it  be 

not  conftantly  blown. But  let  us   not  enquire 

iiito  the  future.  Receive,  my  dear  Panrofe,  this 
pledge  of  tenderncis  from  Dryas  ;  this  Veil  which 
my  hands  have  woven  ;  wear  it  always,  never  put 
k  oft  for  a  moment ;  it  cannot  fix  Love,  but  it  will 
render  you  more  beauteous  in  your  hufband's 
eyes. 

Panrofe,  moved  by  her  goodnefs,  received, 
kneeling,  the  divine  Veil  which  the  charming 
Goddefs  of  modefty  gave  her,  and  threw  it  re- 
fpe&ively  over  her.  The  Vei',  fattened  to  h:r 
front,  hid  he.r  flowing  hair,  and  her  elegant  and 
majeitic  fhape  ;  but  it  gave  her  a  new  and  more 
inviting  grace;  and,  though  it  concealed,  in  part, 
ther  charms  from  the  eye,  it  added  to  her  beauty. 

Panrofe,  notwithftanding  her  promife,  could 
not  determine  to  return  to  the  Bower  j  but 

fhe 
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X 

fie  fled  her  companions  ;  their  pure  and  L 
joys  increafcd  her  trouble  ;  fne  fought  folitudc, 
and  iirayed  mournfully  along  the  Mountain,  till 
at  laft  ihe  arrived  near  the  gulph  cif  £  cylla. 
1  anrofe  ill  run  Ic  with  terror,  when  iho  ii^.rJ  the 
.Iful  fhricks  of  the  wretched  daughter  of 
Phorcus. 

On  miferable  Nymph  !  cried  fli-2,  to  v/h.it  hor- 
rid (late  are  thou  brought  by  Love  !  Al.is  !  tVoin 
\vh;u  fearful  ills  had  indifference  preferved  thee  ; 
had  thy  heart  never  known  Love,  \v-  fliil  fhsuld 
have  feen  thee  fporting  en  the  Strand  among  the 
Nereides,  and  by  thy  beauty  effacing  all  their 
charms. — Thy  groans  are  echoed  at  the  very 
bottom  of  my  heart,  never  before  did  they  make 

an  impre:T:on  fo  deep  and  fad. Oh  !  fatal  and 

terrible  example  I  Let   me   fly   this    place  of 

horrors ! 

So  faying  the  Nymph  quickened  her  fte;-s3  and 
foon  arrived  on  the  Banks  of  the  revered  Lake, 
awful  to  the  perjured,  whofe  facred  brinks  the 
faithlefs  lover  and  the  perfidious  friend  dare  not 
approach ;  its  fhores  are  deferted  and  folitary ; 
amiable  Innocence  and  Virtue  alone  may  (tray 
along  them  without  fear  or  danger  (./). 

(a)  The  Lake  of  the  Palicii. 

F  3  The 
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The  Nymph  ftopt,  and  refted  at  the  fo  t  of  a 
wirow,  when,  in  an  inflant,  Daphnis,  guided  by 
Love,  appears  in  fight.  He  approaches,  flies, 
he  is  on  his  knees,  and  vows  eternal  conftancy. 
Panrofe  affected  and  troubJed,  knew  the  impor- 
Ur.ce  of  vows  pronounced  on  the  herders  cf  t!  is 
Lake  ;  and,  no  longer  able  to  doubt  her  lover's 
finccrity,  v/:-,:-  i'eilridned  by  bafhfulnefs  alone  from 
ccnfcffing  her  feelings. 

Daphnis,  defirous  of  knowing  hfs  deftiny, 
prefFed  the  Nymph  to  pronounce— — Speak,  oh 
Panrofe,  faid  he,  fpeak  ;  mult  Daphnis  give  up 
happinefs  and  life,  cr  do  you  deign  to  authorize 
his  hopes  ? 

Fanrofe  made  no  reply,  but  her  cheeks  were 
dyed  vvitii  a  deep  colour  of  the  carnation  ;  her  eyes 
were  down-caff,  and  taking  gently  her  veil,  fhe 
threw  it  over  her  face.  The  happy  Daphnis  tui- 
dcrftoodtbis  anfv/er  (9). 

Oh  adorable  Nymph  !  cried  he;  oh  tranfporting 
avowal  ?  It  makes  me  the  happidl  of  mortals  ?  — 
Yes,  Panrofe,  in  this  place,  the  witnefs  of  my 
fe'icity,  will  I  raife  an  Altar  to  Mo.defty,  and  on 
that  divine  Altar  will  I  place  the  Statue  of 

Love  (10). Oh    ye  immortal  and    generous 

Brothers  1  implacable  enemies  of  Perjury  and 
Crimes !  ye  terrible  Divinities,  whom  Sicily 
adoresj  hear  my  vows  !  By  your  nure  and  dreaded 
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Waves,  I  fvvear  eternal  fidelity  to  Panrof;  !  an J 
as,  fhould  I  forfeit  this  iacrecl  oath,  1  ihould  be; 
no  longer  worthy  to  look  on  Pan  roll-  and  day, 
oh  !  mighty  Gods  !  that  inftant  when  I  am  falfe, 
fnatch  from  me  the  light  of  heaven,  and  ftrike 

me  blind! This  chaftifement,  more  fearful 

than  death,  would  yet  be  too  flight  a  punilhment 
for  fuch  a  crime  ! 

Soft  tears  of  delight  courfed  each  other  uo,rn 

the  beauteous  cheeky  of  Panrofe. Shj  rofe, 

approached  the  borders  of  the  Lake,  and,  kneel- 
ing by  the  fide  of  Daphnts,  faid -Oh  immor- 

tal  Gods  !  By  the  fame  oaths  which  Daphnis  has 
pronounced  let  me  ftand  bound. 

Love,  at  this  inftant,  quitting  the  form  of  Co- 
ronis,  appeared  to  Panrofe  in  his  true'  fliupe;  pro- 
mifed  her  pure  and  lading  Kappinefs,  and  would 
himfeif  prefide  at  the  nuptials  which  fooa  united 
the  Lovers. 

Panrofe  was  not  long,,  ere  fhe  regretted  the  tran- 
quillity fhe  had  loft;  more  afreilionate  than  ever, 
file  was  not  fo  happy.  Daphnis  always  afiur  d  her 
of  his  love;  his  language  was  the  fame,  but  he 
had  no  longer  that  expreffive  manner  which  per- 
fuades.  Pai:rofe  durft  not  complain;  Djphnis 
thought  her  fatisfied,  and  this  was  an  additional 
wrong.  The  amiable  Nymph  conHdej  on!/  to 
Drjas  ker  fecret.  forrows>  in  her  bofo.n  (lis 
F  4.  di-o^t 
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t  the  bitter  tears,  which  the  Goddefs  berfelf 
adviic'l  her  to  hide  from  Daphnis.  * 

And  now  the  indirect  MtiTenger  of  the  Thun- 
der-bearer, Fame,  fwift  and  prompt,  after  trum- 
peting her  tidings  through  Greece,  directed  her 
n.pid  flight  towards  Sicily,  and  alighted  on  the 
furnmk  of  JEtna.  (a). 

7'here  fhe  published,  that  new  Games  were  to 
be  celebrated  rn  KHs,  and  that  the  daughter  of 
Archldamas,  the  beautiful  and. haughty  Cynifca, 
as  gouig  thither  to  contend,  at  th.e  Olympic 
Game,  for  the  Prize  of  the  Chariot  Courfes, 
which  the  Greeks  had  lately  inftituted. 

This  news  infpired  Daphnis  with  a  curiofity 
he  coulJ  not  furmount ;  and  the  timid  Panrofe 
had  not  the  power  to  orpofe  a  resolution  which 
made  her  wretched.  Daphnis  departed,  and  reft 
her  overwhelmed  with  grief.  In  vain  fhe  fought 
to  forget  her  fcrrows,  inquietude  preyed  upon 
her,  and  cruel  gloomy  jealoufy  devoured  and 
withered  her  heart,  till,  at  laft,  fhe  determined  to 
follow  Daphnis* 

Not  daring  to  addrefs  Love,  the  Author  of  the 
ill  fhe  endured,  fhe  /invoked  Jupiter  :  Sovereign 

(a]  Fame,  the  Mcflfengerof  Jupiter,  alights  in  the  high- 
eft  places,  to  pubiifh  all  forts  of  News.  She  has  net  the 
power  to  be  fiicnt. 

Of 
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of  Man  and  Gods,  fa  id  flic,  deign  to  tranfport 
me  to  Oaphnis  ;  and  deign,  farther,  to  render  me 
invifible  to  all  eyes,  as  long  as  I  {hall  dcfire 
to  remain. 

Her  prayer  was  heard,  and,  in  the  fame  hnftanf, 
fhe  found  herfelf  in  Eiis,  in  the  vafr.  and  brilliant 
Arena  of  Olympus ;  the  Chariot  Races  were 
going  to  begin.  Panrofe  invifible  among  a  mul- 
titude' of  fpe<5tators,  law  only  Daphnis,  and  flew 
towards  him.  At  firft  (he  felt  nothing  but  joy, 
to  find  herfelf  befide  her  beloved  hufband,  but 
this  momentary  happinefs  ccft  her  dear. 

Suddenly  was  feen,  proudly  entering  the  Lift?, 
the  warlike  Daughter  of  Archidamas.  Her  cha- 
riot was  fuperb,  in  the  form  of  a  fea-fhell,  the 
golden  rays  of  which  dazzled  all  eyes ;  a  purple 
robe,  a  fafh  embroidered  with  gold,  and  a  diadem 
of  pearls,  formed  her  drcfs,  at  once  fimple  and 
magnificent ;  her  awful  and  majeftic  beauty  at- 
tracted and  fixed  the  attention.  She  boldly  con- 
ducted her  four  horfes,  chaumping  on  the  bit, 
to  the  ftarting-place;  then  cafting  a  difdainful 
and  haughty  eye  on  the  Princefs  and  Heroes  of 
Greece,  who  dared  difpute  the  Prize  with  hera 
fhe  looked  certain  of  victory;  every  heart  was 
for  her,  and  her  very  rivals  were  aftonifhed  they 
fhould  ever  dare  to  have  thought  of  contending 
with  her. 

F5  la 
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In  the  mic'fr.  of  that  vaft  circle,  round  which  the 
Chariots  were  to  run,  an  Altar  was  raifed,  on 
which  was  placed  a  brazen  Eagle,  with  outfpread 
wings  $  a  hidden  fpring  was  touched,  the  Eagle 
moved  and  clapt  his  wings,  and,  at  the  fame  mo- 
ment, the  fhrill  trumpet  gave  the  fignal  for  ftart- 
ing.  The  Chariot  wheels  whirled  along  the  Arena:, 
the  beauteous  Cynifcaled  them  all,,  animated,  not 
terrified  by  the  clamorous  founds  of  the  inftrut- 
ments,  and  the  fhouts  and  applaufes  of  the  fpec- 
tators.  In  vain  did  the  admiration  of  her  abalhed 
Rivals  degenerate  intojealoufy  ?  in  vain  would  they, 
intimidate  her  by  their  cries;  and,  unable  to  over- 
take, feek,  at  leafr,  to  terrify  anddifcourage  her^ 
but  her  ferenity  was  not  to  be  mpved :  infenfible  to 
the  clamours  of  Envy,  {he  purfued  her  glorious 
courfe,  and  thought  only  of  the  immortal  laurels 
with  which  (he  fhould  foon  be  crowned^ 

She  arrived  at  length  at  the  goal,  leapt  from' 
her  Chariot,  and  embraced  the  ancient  Oak,  the 
facred  tree,  which  terminated  the  career,  and 
which,  till  that  memorable  day,  the  hand  of  wo- 
man never  had  touched.  A  thoufand  joyous 
fhouts  pierced  the  air,  with  the  found  of  voices 
and  inftruments,  which  celebrated  her  name. 
Cynifca  is  drawn  in  a  triumphal  car  to  the  Tomb- 
ed Endymion  ;  is  feated  on  a  fumptuous  Throne, 
dazzling  with  filver  and  gold,  decorated  witrt 

purple. 
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purple  of  the  Tyrian   dye,    and  feftoons  of    the 
vine  and  laurel,  where  flie  received  die  prize  fhc 
had  won. 

New  games  now  began ;  the  Prize  of  Song  wasr 
to  be  difputedy  and  Daphnis  entered  the  Lifts*. 
Panrofe,  always  invifible,  followed  his  fteps  ;  the 
Nymph,  agitated  by  mortal  inquietude,  trembling- 
ly law  Daphnis  approach  the  beauteous,  the 
dangerous,  Cynifca.  She  had  but  too  well  rea$ 
the  fickle  heart  of  her  hufband,  but  fhe  endea- 
voured to  deceive  herfelf,  wifhed  to  doubt  of 
her  wretchednefs,  and  feared  to  caluminate  the 
man  (he  loved,  by  giving  way  to  jealoufy. 

Daphnrs,  however,  took  the  lyre  prefented 
him,  began  to  fing,.  and  the  firft  word  he  pro- 
nounced was  the  na?ne  of  Cynifca.  The  diffract- 
ed Panrofe  fhuddered ;  Daphnis  ftood  by  her  fide 
to  celebrate  her  Rival ;.  fhe  heard  the  fame  paf- 
fionate  expreflivenefs  which  Daphnis  formerly 
had,  when  he  complained  of  her  cruelty,  Alas  ! 
find  fhe,  thus  it  was  he  once  fang  Panrofe. 

The'  delighted  Greeks  applauded  with  tran- 
fport,  but  Daphnis,.  infenfible  to  Fame,  thought 
©lily  of  Cynifca.  He  obtained  the  Prize,  he  re- 
ceived the  Myrtle  Crown,  and,  impetuoufly  ad- 
vancing towards  Cynifca,  laid  the  Reed  and  tha 

Lyre  at  her  feet  (u). 

F  &  M 
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At  this  fatal  moment  a  thick  veil  fhadowed  his 
eyes,  and  robbed  them  of  fun-ftiine  and  day ;  he 
gave  a  fhriek Avenging  Gods  !  cried  he- 

The  found  expired  on  his  trembling  lips  :  Fan- 
rofe  flew  to  catch  him,  and  the  faithlefs  and  the 
roiferable  Daphnis  fainted  in  the  arms  of  the 
Nymph  he  had  betrayed* 

Mercury,  affected  at  his  Son's  deiFmy,  invelo- 
ped  him  and  Panroie  in  a  cloud,  caught  them 
from  the  eyes  of  the  aftomfhed  fpectators,  and 
thus  tranfported  them  near  Mount  Olympus,  in 
1  heffaly,  to  the  delicious  Vale  of  Tempe. 

Mercury  gently  laid  his  fon  on  the  flowery 
green  fweid,  for  Daphnis  ftill  remained  entran- 
ced ;  Panrcfe,  kneeling  befide  him,  bathed  his  face- 
with  her  tears.  The  Nymph  is  no  longer  invifi— 
blc,  Mercury  beholds  her  with  aftoniihmenr,  ad- 
mires her  beauty,  and  her  ftill  more  touching  grace. 

Oh  Love  !  faid  he,  cruel  Love  !  thefe  are  thy 
caprices  :.  if  thou,  Panrofe,  couldft  not  fix  the 
heart  of  Daphnis,  what  Nymph  fhall  dare  depend 

on  the  fidelity  of    her  Lover  ? My  fon  is  as 

guilty  as  unfortunate..  Alas  !  1  cannot  revoke 
bis  fate,  I  cannot  change  his  heart,.  I  cannot 
even  reftore  him  to  fight  -,  he  muft  expiate  his 
crime;  fuch  is  the  fentence  pronounced  by  the 
avenging  Gods,  by  whom  he  is  purfued.  But 
for  you,  oh  charming  Nyraph,  it  is  not  juft  that 

you 
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you  fhould  groan  beneath  galling  chains,  which 
an  ungreatful  Lover  has  broken,  and  I  will  pro- 
pofe  the  means  of  reftoring  your  tranquillity. 

Not  fur  from  this  valley,  at  the  fcot  of  Olym- 
pus, is  the  Fountain  Argyra,  the  cold  waters  of 
which  have  the  virtue  of  making  Lovers  even 
lofe  the  very  remembrance  of  an  unhappy  paf- 
fion  (a]  -,  but  it  may  not  be  approached,  except 
by  fortitude  not  to  be  fha'cen.  Love  himfelf 
guards  and  forbids  the  entrance,  and  does  not 
{hew  himfelf  accompanied  by  fports  and  plea- 
fures,  full  of  innocence  and  charms,  Jike  as  when 
he  wiihes  to  feduce  j  you  will  fee  him  menacing, 
imperious,  terrible  !  Armed  with  his  keen  darts, 
he  will  repel  you  with  violence;  while  fnaky- 
haired  Jealoufy,  her  poinard  uplifted,  will  fecond 
his  efforts ;  and  while  amiable,  but  deceitful 
Hope,  will  hold  out  her  arms,  only  to  bear  you 
from  the  happy  path,  which  following,  would 
conduct  you  to  the  end  of  all  your  pains.  But 
be  not  intimidated,  thefe  dreadful  and  fedu&ive 
objects  are  but  fantaftic  illufions,  vain  phan- 
toms, which  will  retreat  as  you  advance,  and 
vaniih  like  airy  dreams,  if  you  have  the  courage 
to  purfue  your  route.  I  am  not  permitted  to 

(a)  I  before  fpoke  of  this  Fountain,  in  the  Tale  of  A!* 
phonfo,  and  have  only  added  to  the  Fable  the  Allegory  of 
the  road  which  leads  to  it* 

guide 
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guide  your  fteps  towards  this  falutary  Fountain?. 
I  only  can  point  out  the  road, 

Ah !  faid  Panrofe,  heaving  a  deep  figh,  I  cer- 
tainly fhould  have  fortitude  to  undertake  and^ 
end  this  fearful  journey ;  but,  oh  !  Son  of  Jupi- 
ter, caft  your  eyes  there ;  look  at  the  dreadful 
Hate  to  which  unpitying  deftiny  has  reduced 
you  Son ;  what  muft  become  of  him,  fhould  I 
eeafe  to  love  him  ? — Yes,  Daphnis,  yes,  dear  and 
unfortunate  hufband,  let  me  prefer ve  feelings^ 
that  diftracl  my  heart,  but  which,  at  leaft,  fhall 
foften  the  horror  of  thy  fituation— Alas  !  the 
wretched  Panrofe  only  can  confole,  by  deceiving' 
thee. — But  to  preferve  thee  from  defpair,  every 
thing  becomes  poflible.^— Oh,  Mercury  !  hear 
my  prayer. — After  the  Chariot  race,  the  beau*, 
teous  Cynifca  was  borne  in  triumph,  and  her 
voice  was  heard,  aloud,  rendering  thanks  to 
Olympian  Jove.  Alas  !  I  faw  Daphnis  was  af- 
fected by  her  accents ;  Oh  !  grant  to  me  that 
voice  that  charmed  him,  that  when  he  wakes 
from  his  lethargy  of  fenfe,  Daphnis  may  ftill 
believe  himfelf  in  company  with  her  he  loves ; 
and  that  an  adored  hand  dries  his  tears,  and 
guides  his  fteps, — My  prefence  would  now  only 
be  a  cruel  and  infupportable  reproach,  and  I 
would  not  have  the  barbarity  to  add  to  his  woes3, 
by  feemiug  to  iuccour  them.— Let  him  attribute 
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to  my  Rival  the  tendernefs  he  owes  only  to  me- 
•—Yes,  let  him — If  I  can  only  make  him  happy,, 
I  care  not  what  I  fufter. 

Generous  Nymph,  faid  Mercury,  your  wifh, 
is  granted  ;  henceforth  you  fhall  have  the  voice 

*  ©f  the  Rival,  who  never  can  deferve  to  be  pre- 
ferred to  you-      But    what   torments  will  your 
Lover's  error  make  you  undergo  !  Oh,.  Panrofe  ! 
may  you  reap  the  fruits  of  love  fo  pure,  fo  faith- 
ful, fo  affectionate  ! 

So  faying,  the  God  extended  his  arm,  lightly 
touched  Daphnis  with  his  Caduceusr  and  again 
reftored  him  to  fenfe  He  rofe  \  his  eyes  were 
open,  but  impenetrable  darknefs  was  areundy 
and  the  hills  and  vallies  echoed  with  his  mourn- 

*  ful  cries.     Cohfole  yourfelf,   my  fon,  faid  Mer- 
cury.     Love,    the  caufe  of  your   affli&ioiv  af- 
fords you  a  rich  amends.. 

Thus  having  faid,  the  God  fpurned  the  earth,, 
iprang  above  the  clouds,  and  difappeared  to  the 
eyes  of  Panrofe. 

Daphnis,  thinking  himfelf  alone,  abandoned, 
vented  his  defpair  in  the  moft  affe&ing  com- 
plaints. The  1  ftening  Panrofe  fhed  a  flood  of 
tears;  a  word  from  her  would  calm  his  griefy 
yet  could  fhe  not  refolve  to  break  filence,  fo 
mortally  did  (he  fear  the  tranfports  with  which 
the  found  of  her  voice  would  infpire.  Daphnis  ; 
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his  grief  made   her  wretched,  and  his  joy  would 
rend  her  very  heart. 

Pity,  at  length,  however,  vanquifhed  jealoufy, 
Daphnis,  faid  fhe,  you  are  not  forfaken.  Love, 
the  moft  affectionate,  watches  over  and  guards 
you  from  harm. 

Gods  !  interrupted  Daphnis,  what  do  I  hear  ? 
• — Is  it  not  an  illufion  ?  Is  it,  can  it  be  the  voice 
of  Cynifca? — You  are  filent-— Oh  !  fpeak,  who- 
ever you  are,  fpeak,  let  me  hear  the  harmonious 
raptures  of  that  voice — You  anfwer  not  !  Alas  ! 
I  am  deceived. 

No,  Daphnis,  replied  the  wretched  Panrofe, 
here  is  one  who  will  never  forfake  you. 

It  is  fhe,  cried  the  extatic  Daphnis,  it  is  Cy- 
nifca.— Oh  !  thou  whom  I  adore,  divine  Cynifca, 
thou  alone  canft  change  my  deftiny  ;  deprived 
as  I  am  of  heaven's  light,  thou  alone  canft  make 
me  live. — Yet  imagine  the  horror  of  my  fitua- 
tion~I  am  with  thee,  yet  cannot  beholJ  thee. 
— But  thou  loveft  me  j  I  hear  thy  voice,  and 

ought  to    blefs   my    fate. Where    art   thou, 

Cynifca  ?  Deign  to  let  me  touch  thee  ;  fuffer 
me  to  proftrate  myfelf  at  thy  feet. — Oh,  Gods  ? 
doft  thou  give  me  thy  hand  ?  Do  I  prefs  it  to 
my  heart  ?  Do  I  water  with  my  tears  that  be- 
loved, that  charitable  hand,  that  guides  an  un- 
happy wretch  deprived  of  light  ?— Why  doft 
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then  figh,    Cynifca  ?  —  Ah  !   weep   not  for  me  j    I 
never  was  happy  till  this  moment. 

Daphnis,  faid  Panicle,  1  confefs  there  Is  a 
fccrjt  inquietude  which  troubles  and  torments 
me.— I  dare  not  rely  upon  thy  faith;  another 
Nymph,  once  beloved  by  thee — 

No,  haflily  interrupted  Daphnif,  no,  I  loved 
her  not ;  I  knew  not  love  till  I  knew  you  :  be 

certain  I  did  nor,  charming  Cynifca. Oh! 

weep  not  thus — 

Alas  !  faid  Panrofe,  I  weep  for  that  unfortunate 
Nym[h;  and  furely>  Daphnis,  thou  cughteft  to 
weep  for  her  too. 

She  will  be  ever  dear  to  me,  replied  Daphnis, 
fighing ;  but  in  breaking  the  ties  by  which  we 
were  united,  I  reflore  her  liberty,  and  a  new  paf- 
fion  may  confcle  her. 

What  haft  thou  dared  imagine,  cried  Panrofe  > 
No,  never— Ah,  cruel  man  !— coulu'il  thou  think 
it  poffible  to  forget  thee  ? 

Adored  Cynifca  !  replied  Daphnis,  what  gra- 
titude does  this  generofity  infpire  !  But  judge 
not  the  heart  of  Panrofe  by  thy  own;  compare 
not  thy  afFt&ion  to  any,  but  what  thou  thyfelf 
canft  create. 

'J  hus  could  not  Daphnis  fay  a  word  which 
was  not  to  the  feeling  Panrofe,  like  the  harrow 
to  the  boforaof  the  earth. 

No 
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No  fooner  had  Night  fpread  her  black  veil 
than  the  invifible  arm  of  Jupiter  tranfported  the 
fleeping  Daphnis  and  Panrofe  to  the  foot  of  ./Etna. 
The  Shepherd,  when  he  awaked,  imagined  him- 
felf  ft  ill  near  Mount  Olympus;  and  the  Nymph,. 
in  pity,  encouraged  the  miilake. 

Panrofe,  faithful  to  the  duty  fhe  had  impofed 
on  herfelf,  ferved  every  day  as  a  guide  to  the  dark 
Daphnis,  from  the  rifing  to  the  fetting  Sun;  but 
file  led  him  only  to  thofe  places,  which  all  re- 
traced the  memory  of  former  blifs  :  fometimes  the 
Shepherd  feated  himfelf  at  the  foot  of  a  tree,  on, 
which  his  once  raptured  hand  had  deep  engraved 
the  name  of  Panrofe ;  fometimes  he  repofcd  in 
the  Bovver  where  the  Nymph  nrft  heard  his  vows  j 
yet  did  the  faithlefs  Shepherd  never  fpeak  but  of 
the  tiuu^iucr  of  Archidamas.  In  the  arms  of 
Panrofe  he  vowed  eternal  fidelity  to  Cynifca. 

A  thoufand  times  did  the  wretched  Nymph 
think  to  betray  her  fecret,  and  a  thoufand  times 
was  (he  retrained  by  the  fearful  appreheufion  of 
feeing  Daphm-  in  defpair ;  flie  was  fecretiy  deter- 
mined fometimes  to  let  him  know  it,  but  fhe  felt 
how  much  fhe  fhould  gain  by  deferring  it;  how 
much  ftronger  the  gratitude  of  Daph  is  mould  be  ; 
2nd  this  idea  animated  and  fuftained  her  fortitude. 

She  flattered  herfelf,  too,  that  time  would  en- 
feeble his  love  for  Cynifca  ;  but  in  this  (he  was 

deceived*. 
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deceived.  Panrofe,  often  irritated,  ever  difcon- 
tcntcd  and  unhappy,  never  feemed  pafiionately 
fend  of  Daphnis :  he  was  not  certain  his  paffion 
was  returned,  and  he  was  agitated  and  preyed 
upon  by  this  fear.  I  ove,  lariated,  fleeps  when 
he  is  fccure  j  he  is  nourifhed  and  kept  awake  by 
incertitude. 

Oh,  Cynifca !  Daphnis  would  fay,  I  owe  thee 
every  thing,  yet  thou  partakeft  not  the  pafiion 
thou  doft  infpire,  thy  coldnefs  eft  en  drives  me  to 
defpair,  thou  beared  with  indifference  my  fongs 
in  thy  praife.  I  fing  only  of  Cynifca  ;  the  name 
of  Cynifca  is  ever  en  my  lips,  and  yet  thou  art 
not  moved  — Do  [,  then,  owe  to  pity  alcne,  all 
the  generous  cares  thou  haft  deigned  to  dedicate 
to  me  ? — Ah  !  if  it  be  fo,  abandon  the  unfortu- 
nate Daphnis ;  if  thou  doft  not  love,  do  not 
imagine  thou  canft  coni"  le» 

Ungrateful    S  ,     rrplied    Panrofe — No,, 

Daphnis,  tbou  cauil  not  conceive  the  excefs  of 
thy  ingratitude. 

•  Oh,  rapturous  reproach  !  cried  Daphnis.— 
Dear,  divine  Cynifca,  with  a  fingle  word  thou 
haft  diftipated  all  my  fears  ;  yet,  alas  !  wherefore 
haft  thou  never  the  exprellions  of  love,  except  tQ 
complain  of  thy  Lover  ? 

Such  were  the  convcrfations  of  the  Nymph  and 
the  Shepherd* 

Twicq 
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Twice  did  Panrofe  behold  returning  Spring;* 
and  ftill  did  file  continue  in  the  fame  unhappy 
condition.  At  length,  after  fuffering  with  To 
much  conftancy,  (he  fuddenly  took  the  refolution 
to  reveal  her  fecret. 

Away  (he  went  to  the  banks  of  the  Lake  of 
the  Palicii,  approached  the  green  Altar,  which 
Daphnis  '"ormerly  there  had  reared,  and,  knee-ing 
to  the  Status  of  Lrve,  invoked  that  cruel  God, 
the  author  of  a-1  her  furTenngs. — Oh,  Love  ! 
faid  fhp,  deign  to  dry  up  the  fource  of  my  tears, 
by  fettering  me  the  heart  of  Daphnis  j  deign  once 
more  to  appear  in  rr.y  behalf;  behold  it  is  Fide- 
lity that  implores  thee,  anfwer  to  its  foft  but 
fteady  voice  which  now  calls. 

Love  heard,  and  appeared  on  a  fleeting  cloud, 
which  reftins;  over  the  Ahar,  he  thus  anfwered 

O  .. 

the  weeping  Nymph. 

Oh,  thou,  who  art  the  glory  and  ornament  of 
my  Empire  !  Oh,  Panfofe  !  wherefore  cannot  I 
grant  thy  prayer !  But  though  I  can  render 
Lovers  fai  thief's,  1  cannot  again  light  up  a  flame 
which  is  once  extinct;  yet,  if  Love  had  the 
power  to  perform  this  miracle,  it  ought  to  be 
for  Panrofe.  Yes,  generous  Nymph,  I  wifh'if, 
but  dare  not  promife. — Go,  feek  thy  Lover. 
Jove  gives  thee  power  to  reftore  him  to  light  the 

moment 
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moment  thou  vvifhcft  it.      Day  again  (hall  ap  • 
pear  to  Daphnis. 

Love  ended,  and,  plunging  into  the  cloud  on 
which  he  rode,  difappeared  fro.n  the  eyes  of  Pan- 
rofe. — What!  cried  the  tranfported  Nymph,  (hall 
Daphnis  again  look  upon  the  fun ;  (hall  he  owe 
that  unexpected  happinefs  to  me ;  and  fhall  he, 
the  fame  moment,  learn  all  I  have  done  for  him  ? 
Can  I  any  longer  doubt  ?  No,  deareft  Daphnis, 
that  would  be  to  wrong  thee  unpardonably ;  I  fhall 
regain  all  my  power  over  thy  heart,  anJ  fhould 
be  unworthy  Love  and  thee,  did  I  hefitate  a  mo- 
ment to  be  thus  afTured. 

She  faid,  and  initantly  flew  to  the  Bower  of 
Myrtles  and  RofeSj  where  fhe  found  Daphnis  ; 
with  a  trembling  hand  fhe  feized  the  hand  of  her 
Lover;  fhe  led,  or  .rather  haftily  dragged,  him  to 
the  Banks  of  the  Lake  Palicii,  to  the  Statue  of 
Love;  then  breaking  filence,  faid— Daphnis,  be- 
hold the  light,  and  know  the  hand  by  which  thou 
hail  ever  been  guided. 

The  blood  f,oze  in  the  veins  of  Daphnis;  Pan- 
rofe  again  had  afiumed  her  own  voice,  and  that 
voice  fo  mild,  fo  fweet,  and  fo  tender,  fpoke  like 
thunder  to  the  guilty  foul  of  Daphnis;  the  film 
vanifhed  from  his  eyes,  and  he  funk,  with  ftill 
deeper  terror,  whe-n  he  beheld  the  awful  Lake  of 
the  Palicii. — At  the  fight  of  Panrofe,  aftoniih- 

ment 
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ment  and  confufion  rofe  reddening  in  his  coun- 
tenance ;  then,  inftantly,  afiumed  a  deadly  pale, 
which  fpoke  but  too  plainly  the  fearful  perplexity 
that  overcame  him,  and  the  cruel  remorfe  that 
gnawed  his  heart.  Thus  motionlefs  he  remain- 
ed, with  moid  and  downcaft  eyes. 

Oh,  Daphnis  !  faid  Panrofe,  quit  this  per- 
plexity ;  it  offends  my  love  ;  when  I  brought  you  on 
thefe  awful  Banks,  i  wifhed  not  to  retrace  the 
memory  of  thofe  holy  and  facred  ties  by  which 
we  are  united. — Think  not  I  afk  new  oaths; 
I  am  henceforth  certain  of  thy  heart,  and  fhould 
regard  a  promife  ;  which  now  would  be  ufe- 
lefs  to  my  tranquillity,  as  an  infult,  which 
would  but  debafe  u>  both.  I  find  in  my  own 
love  i.11  the  confidence  which  my  hufband  can 
defire  for  the  fecurity  of  my  affection  as  well 
as  his. 

So  faying,  Panrofe  approached  Daphnis,  and 
held  out  her  arms. —  The  Shepherd  raifed  his 
eyes  to  heaven,  with  the  utmoft  expreffion  of 
grief;  deluge  of  tears  overflowed  his  face,  and 
a  mournful  filence,  for  a  moment,  impeded 
fpeech.  At  length,  kneeling  to  Panrofe,  he 
cried — No,  never  will  I  have  the  bafenefs  to 
take  advantage  of  your  generofity,  only  to  de- 
ceive you.  Oh  !  virtuous  deliverer  of  the  un- 
fortunate Daphnis,  know  my  fate,  and  know 

your 


THE  TALES  OF  THE  CASTLE. 
your  own.  To  you  I  confecrate  my  life;  a 
thoufand  times,  were  it  poflible,  would  I  devote 
it  to  your  fafety  and  peace;  every  thing  that 
gratitude  and  admiration  can  infpire,  I  feel  !— 
But— 

Daphnis  ftopt. 

Proceed,  Barbarian,  exclaimed  Panrofe;  pro- 
ceed, finifhed;  tear  the  heart  from  this  poor  bo*- 
fom  ;  tell  me  thou  ca'nfl  not  love. 

Daphnis  made  no  reply. 

Is  it  poflible  !  cried  the  Nymph.— What  canft 
thou  ftill  prefer  Cynifcato  Panrofe  ? 

Hold,  cried  Daphnis,  overwhelm  not  one  who 
has  already  but  too  much  caufe  of  complaint. 

What  I  now  feel  for  Cynifca,  is  but  what  I  felt 
for  thee  before  the  date  of  my  misfortunes ;  but 
the  feelings  thou  now  infpireft,  though  lefs  paf- 
fionate,  are,  however,  more  profound,  and  will 
endure  as  long  as  life.  Cynifca,  in  fpite  of  my- 
felf,  lives  in  my  imagination,  but  thou  wilt  reign 
for  ever  over  my  heart. 

Panrofe  liftened,  grew  pale,  and  fhivered ;  the 
icy  blood  crept  along  her  veins,  and  froze  her 
heart,  which  Hope  abandoned  now  beyond  re- 
turn. 

What  do  I  hear  !  faid  fhe ;  what  new  day 
breaks  upon  my  mind,  and  diffipates  former  vain 
illufions  !— Have  I,  then,  hitherto  made  felicity 

depend 
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depend  on  a  blind  and  irrational  fenfation,  which 
imagination  only  can  produce,  which  fuffers  de- 
flruction  without  a  caufe,  and  which  the  beft 
founded  gratitude  cannot  reftore? — Daphnis,  let 
us  for  ever  abjure  thefe  fatal  errors,  and  let  a 
tender  friendfhip  confole  and  reward  us  for  all 
the  fearful  ills  we  have  fufFered.  Come,  follow 
me  !  Let  us  break  the  Statue  of  Love,  and  on  the 
Ruins  of  his  overthrown  Altar,  we  may,  in  the 
face  of  the  Gods,  without  fear  of  perjury,  vow 
a  mild  and  uniform  affection,  which  (hall  de- 
fcend  with  us  to  the  tomb. 
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T    O 

D  A  P  H  N  I  S     AND    P  A  N  R  O  S  E. 

(i)   '"pHE  Daughters  of  Antipcenus  devoted  themfelve^j 

as  facrifices  for  the  Thebans,  according  to  the 
anfvver  of  the  Oracle,  which  pronounced  the  City  fliould 
be  delivered  from  the  hand  of  Hercules,  if  fome  one  of 
the  moil  illuftrious  families  it  contained  would  facrifkc 
itfelf,  and  all  the  Daughters  of  Antipcenus  killed  them- 
felves. 

The  courageous  Hyacintbides  — "  Were  the  daughters 
«  of  Eridheus,  King  of  Athens  ;  having  devoted  them- 
t{  felves  to  the  good  of  their  country,  they  were  furnamed 
**  Hyacintliides,  from  the  place  where  they  were  facri- 
11  ficed.  They  were  alfo  called  the  Virgins. 

The  Daughters  of  Ecbion,  King  of  Tkebss  — "  Were 
"  two  maidens,  wlio  fuffered  themfelves  to  be  facrificed, 
tl  to  appeafe  the  Gods,  who  at  that  time  afflicted  their 
"  country  with  a  horrible  drought.  There  rofe  from 
"  their  afhes  two  men  crowned,  who  celebrated  the 
*'  death  of  thefe  generous  PrincefTes.  1'here  was  ano- 
*'  therEchion,  the  father  of  Pentheus,  who  was  one  of 
"  thofe  who  affified  Cadmus  to  build  Thebes,  and  from 
"  whom  the  Thebans  have  been  called  Echionides. 
"  There  was  yet  another"  Echion,  the  Herald  of  the 
"  Argonauts."  Diff.  de  la  Fable. 

(2)  The  f even  daughters  of  Ale  ion  — "  Alcion  was  a 
'<  Grant,  the  brother  of  Porphyrion,  who  killed  twenty. 
«  four  of  the  Soldiers  of  Hercules,  and  was  himfelf  killed 
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<l  by  that  hero.  His  feven  daughters  were  fo  affecled, 
<e  that  they  threw  themfelves  in  t'lie  fea,  where  they 
"  were  changed  into  Alcyons,  (Halcyons,  or  King's 
"  Fi fliers.") 

The  charming  Erigone,  immolating  herfelf  at  the  Tomb 
of  Icarus — "  Erigone  hung  herfelf  on  a  tree  when  (he 
"  knew  of  her  father's  death;  this  fhe  learnt  from  the 
«'  continual  barking  of  Mera,  the  Bitch  of  Icarus,  at  her 
"  matter's  Tomb.  This  Erigone  was  beloved  of  Bac- 
*'  chus,  who,  to  feduce  her,  transformed  h.imfelf  into  a 
"  bunch  of  Grapes.  The  Poets  have  feigned  flie  was 
**  metamorphofed  into  the  Conftellation  called  Virgo. 
"  The  following  was  the  caufe  of  her  death:  Icarus, 
"  the  father  of  Erigone,  having  given  the  Peafantswine 
*'  to  drink,  who  knew  not  its  effects,  they  became  drunk  ; 
"  and  other  Pvafants,  fuppofing  them  poifoned,  flew  Ica- 
<(  ins;  on  which  the  wives  of  thefe  Peafants  werefeized 
"  with  maJnefs,  which  laded  till  the  Oracle  and  or- 
"  dained  Feuds  in  honour  of  Icarus.  Thence  came  the 
"  Icarian  Games,  which  confided  in  balancing  on  a  cord 
"  attached  to  two  trees,  that  is  to  fay,  fwinging  (a}. 
tl  Mera,  the  Birch  of  Icarus,  was  metamorphofed  into 
11  the  Conftellation  called  Canicula,  and  Icarus  into  a 
"  Star,  which  is  fuppoied  to  be  Boo  es,  or  the  Herdf- 
"  man.  '  There  was  another  Icarus,  the  fon  of  Dceda- 
"  1'us,  and  a  third,  who  was  the  father  of  Penelope." 
Ditl.  d<  la  Fable. 

The  bi'&it'.-ous  Hypfipyle. — The  women  of  Lemnos 
having  maiiac.cd  tJieir  hufband*,  and  all  tlie  men  on  the 

(a)  Probably  in  memory  of  the  death  of  Erigone,  who,  with 
a  cord,  hung  Leifelf  on  a  tree. 

ifland, 
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ifland,  Hypfipyle,  to  favc  her  father  Thoas,  feigned  fhi 
had  killed  liim,  but  kept  him  concealed.  This  part  of 
the  ftory  is  well  known,  the  red  not  fo  much. 

"  Jafon,  going  to' the  conqueft  of  the  Golden  Fleece, 
11  landed  at  Lemnos,  and  married  Hypfipyle,  whom  the 
ft  Lemnian  women  had  elected  Q^cen.  Jafon  abandoned 
M  Hypfipyle  for  Medea  ;  the  Lemnians  having  learnt 
"  that  Hypfipyle  had  faved  her  father,  expelled  her  the 
"  iiland.  She  fell  into  tlie  hands  of  Pirates;  they  fold 
"  her  to  Lycurgus,  King  of  Nemea,  who  appointed  her 
"  to  educate  his  fon  Archemorus.  One  day,  Hypfipyle 
"  having  placed  the  young  Prince  on  abed  of  fmallage, 
(f  while  flic  went  to  (hew  a  fountain  to  the  Princes  who 
"  were  going  to  befiege  Thebes,  the  child  died  by  the 
*(  bite  of  a  ferpent.  Lycurgus  would  have  punifiied 
"  her  negligence  with  death,  but  the  Argians  took  her 
"  under  their  protection.  The  Nemean  Games,  which 
*£  were  held  once  in  three  years,  were  inilituted  to  com- 
"  memorate  this  accident.  The  Conquerors  were 
"  clothed  in  black,  and  crowned  with  fmallage." 

The  valiant  Harpalyce — "  The  Daught:r  of  Harpa- 
<(  lycus,  King  of  a  part  of  Thra:e.  Her  father  being 
*'  borne  hard  upon  in  battle,  and  already  wounded  by 
"  Neoptolemus,  H^wpalyce  flew  to  his  adiftance,  brought 
'«  him  out  of  danger,  and  put  to  flight  the  troops  of 
"  Neoptolemus.  ^  She  excelled,  in  the  management  of 
"  horfes.  There  were  two  other  women  of  the  fame 
•*  name,  one,of  whom  was  very  wicked,  and  the  other 
«  died  with  grief,  for  not  being  able  to  foften  the  heart 
'  **  of  Iphiclus,  whom  me  loved." 

G  ^  Toe 
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The  tender  Sifters  of  young  Hyas. — "  The  Hyades, 
tl  Daughters  of  Atlas  and  Etheria,  were  thus  called 
tl  from  Hyas,  their  brother,  whom  they  loved  fo  affec- 
"  tionately  they  were  inconfolable  for  his  death.  The 
<c  Gods,  moved  by  their  grief,  changed  them  into  Stars. 
"  Others  relate  that  the  Hyades  were  Nymphs  whom 
"  Jupiter  changed  into  Stars,  to  preferve  them  fiom  the 
**  wrath  of  Juno,  who  determined  to  punifh  them  for 
*'  the  care  they  had  taken  in  educating  Bacchus." 

Of  the  imprudent  Phaeton — "The  Heliades,  Daugh- 
<{  tersof  the  Sun  and  Clemene,  were  three,  Lampethufa, 
"  Lampetia,  and  Phaethufa.  They  were  metamorphofed 
*'  to  Poplars,  and  their  tears  to  Amber/' 

And  the  Meleagrides — "  They  wept  fo  much  for  the 
**  death  of  their  brother  Meleager,  that  the  Gods 
<{  changed  them  into  Fowls.5'  Diet,  de  la  Fable. 

(3)  Panopea-- -One  of  the  Nereids,  eminent  for  her 
purity,  and.  the  integrity  of  her  manners.  She  was  of 
the  Divinities  called  Litto rales  (<?).  There  was  another 
Fanopea,  the'wife  of  Hercules,  by  whom  he  had  a  foil 
called  after  her  name. 

Tut i a  and  Claudia,  dear  to  Vejla — "  Were  Veflals. 
*'  Tutia,  accufed  of  a  crime,  proved  her  innocence  by 
«'  fetching  water  from  the  Tiber  to  the  Temple  of  Vefta 
"  in  a  fieve.  Claudia's  virtue  was  fufpected,  but  Vefta 
€t  wrought  a  miracle  to  prove  her  innocence.  She,  with 
"  her  girdle  only,  drew  the  veffel  in  which  was  the  (la- 

(a]  Sea-Gods.  The  name  is  derived  from  the  cuftom  the 
Ancients  had  of  fulfilling  their  vows,  made  at  fea,  as  foon  as 
they  came  on  flior«» 

«  tue 
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"  tue  of  tlie  mother  of  the  Gods,  brought  from  Phrygia, 
"  ar.d  which,  having  entered  the  Tiber,  was  fo  immove- 
**  able  that  feveral  thoufand  men  could  not  drag  it 
"  along." 

Anaxabia,  protected  by  Diana — "  Was  a  Nymph 
"  who  vanished  in  the  Temple  of  Diana,  where  (he  had 
tf  taken  refuge  to  avoid  the  purfuits  of  Apollo." 

Difl.  de  la  Fable. 

I  might  extend  this  Nomenclature,  and  citetheNymph 
Ea,  who,  flying  the  River  Phafis,  implored  the  fuccour 
of  the  Gods,  and  became  an  Ifland  ;  Coronis,  whom 
Minerva  changed  into  a  Crow  when  purfued  by  Nep- 
tune, &c.  &c.  This  is  not  the  Coronis  beloved  of 
Apollo,  and  the  mother  of  /Efculapius.  They  were 
many  Nymphs  of  the  fame  name. 

(4)  The  unhappy  Argia — "  Was  daughter  to  Adraf- 
"  tus,  and  wife  to  Polynice,  whofe  corpfe  me  went  in 
"  fearch  of  with  Antigonus,  to  pay  it  the  lad  duties  ; 
"  which  irritated  Creon  fo  much  he  flew  them  both. 
"  She  became  a  Fountain  that  bore  her  name/' 

Laodamla  — "  There  was  another  Laodamia,  the 
"  daughter  of  Bellerophon,  beloved  by  Jupiter.  Diana 
**  flew  the  latter,  with  arrows,  for  her  Pride/7 

Arganlbones  and  Canens  —  u  The  'former,  the  wife  of 
«'  Rhefus,  wras  fo  affected  by  her  hufband's  death,  flain 
"  at  the  fiege  of  Troy,  that  fhe  died  of  grief;  and  Ca- 
tl  nens,  -or  Canente,  the  wife  of  Picus,  after  his  death 
"  wafted  away  till  nothing  could  be  feen  of  her." 

E-vadne—"  Daughter  of  Mars  and  Iphis,  or,  according' 

"  to  others,  of  Mars  and  Thebe,  was  infenfible  to  the  love 

G  3  "of 
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'"  of  Apollo,  and  efpoufed  Capaneus,  who,  being  killed 
*'  with  a  thunderbolt  («)  at  the  fiege  of  Thebes,  Evadne 
tc  threw  herfelf  into  the  fire  that  confumed  her  huiband's 
"  body." 

(5)  The  affefihnate  Pyrene—*1  Cenchreis,  the  daugh- 
"  ter  of  the  Nymph  Pyrene,  having  been  flain  acciden- 
*<  tally  by  a  dart,  which  Diana  hurled  at  a  wild  Beaft, 
*'  her  mother,  Pyrene,  fhed  fo  many  tears  that  fhe  was 
«'  changed  into  a  Fountain  (#)/' 

And  the  Nymph  who  gave  birth  to  Cycnus-—^  Hyria, 
*'  a  Nymph  of  Arcadia,  wept  fo  much  for  the  lofs  of 
**  her  fon,  who  had  flung  himfelf  from  a  Rock,  becaufe 
"  one  of  his  friends  had  refufed  to  give  him  a  Bull,  that 
4i  flie  melted  away  in  tears,  and  was  changed  to  a  Lake 
*'  which  bore  her  name." 

Amphinome—  -"  The  mother  of  Jafon,  plunged  a  dag.' 
*'  ger  in  her  bread,  through  forrow  for  the  long  abfencc 
«  of  her  fon." 

Caltipatria  — "  Difguifed  herfelf  like  a  Mafter  of 
'*  Arms,  to  accompany  her  fon  to  the  Olympic  Games, 
"  where  women  were  not  permitted  to  come.  She  was 
"  difcovered  by  her  tranfports  at  feeing  her  fon  vi6lo- 
*'  rious.  The  Judges  pardoned  her,  but  made  a  Law 

(a]  Becaufe  of  his  impiety. 

(£)  Other  Authors  fay  that  Pyrene  was  a  Princefs,  daughter 
of  BebriK,  Kirg  of  that  pirt  of  Spain  which  borders  on  France. 
That  flie  was  carried  eft"  by  Hercules,  who,  having  one  day  left 
her,  at  his  return  found  her  torn  to  pieces  by  wild  Beaflg  5  and 
that  he  then  buried  her,  by  heaping  one  of  the  Mountains,  fince 
called  Pyrenes,  upon  her. 

"  that, 
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"  tliar,  in  future,  the  Mafter  of  Arms  mould  be  naked 
"  as  well  as  the  Athletse." 

(6)  Nymphs  of  the  Water -s,  the  Woods y   the  Meadows, 

and  the  Mountains "  EPHYDRIDES,  Nymphs  of  the 

"  Lakes.     I  know  not  why  this  name  is  out  of  ufe,  it  is 
'*  poetical  ;  fo  is  Meliades  and  Epimelides,  Nymphs  who 
"  prefide   over   Flocks  ;    Limniades,    Nymphs    of    the 
"  Marfhes  ;    Lominiadcs,   Nymphs  of  the  Flowers  and 
"  Meadows  ;   Herefides,  Nymphs  who  waited  on  Juno 
'    when  fhe  bathed  ;  Potamides,  River  Nymphs,  &c. 

(7)  Melanthoj  Leucothoe—"  Melantho  was  beloved  of 
"  Neptune,  who  took  the  figure  of  a  Dolphin  to  carry 
"  her  oft.     Leucothoe  was  the  daughter  of  Orchomus 
"  and    Eurinome*,    and  beloved   by  Apollo,    who  de- 
"  ceived  her  in  the  fhape  and  habit  of  her   mother. 
"  Clyde,  her  Rival,  informed  Orchamirs  of  the  affair, 
"  and  he  buried  his  daughter  alive;  but  Apollo  meta- 
"  morpholed  her  into  a  Frankincenfe  tree."  Diff.  dela 
Fable.' 

.  (8)  According  to  the.Difiionnaire  dela  Fable,  and  al- 
moft  all  authors,  Hymen  was  the  fon  of  Bacchus  and 
Venus ;  but  the  following  is  a  much  more  ingenious 

fable Some  Authors  fay  that  Hymen  was  a  young 

"  Athenian  of  obfcure  birth,  but  perfect  beauty;  and 
"  that  he  fell  in  love  with  a  young  Lady  of  high  rank, 
"  and  difguifed  himfelf  in  women's  clothes  to  have  the 
"  pleafure  of  being  near  her.  Being  one  day  thus  dif- 
"  guifed  on  the  fea-fhore,  in  company  with  his  miftrefs, 
"celebrating  the  rites  of  Ceres-Eleufina,  there  came 
<*  Pirates,  who  carried  Hymen  and  all  the^  Virgins  off. 
G  4  «  The 
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"  The  Pirates  took  them  to  a  diftant  Ifiand,  where  they 
*'  got  drunk  with  joy,  and  fell  afleep.  Hymen  thea 
"  armed  the  Virgins,  and  killed  the  Pirates  j  after 
*'  which,  leaving  his  miftrefsand  her  companions  on  the 
"  ifland,  he  went  to  Athens,  where  he  made  conditions 
"  with  all  their  parents,  and  demanded  her. he  loved  in 
<«  marriage  as  her  ran  Com,  which  was  granted.  This 
«*  marriage  was  fo  fortunate  that  the  name  of  Hymen 
<(  was  ever  after  invoked  at  all  future  nuptials  ;  and  the 
««  Greeks  at  laft  worshipped  him  as  a  God."  DANCHET, 
Dijfl'riation  fur  les  ceremonies  Nuptiales  fas  Anciens. 

(9)  I  would  much  rather  have  imagined  this  charm- 
ing, this  delicate  anfwer  of  Panrofe,  than  have  been  the 
Author  of  twenty  Tales  like  the  prefent ;  but,  unfor- 
tunately for  me,  the  original  of  this  is  alfo  to  be  found 
in  the  Difliennaire  de  la  Fable. 

"  The  father  of  Penelope  was  Icarus,  a  noble  and 
**  powerful  Spartan;  unable  to  determine  to  part  with 
«*  his  daughter,  he  conjured  UlyfTes  to  live  at  Sparta, 
"but  could  not  prevail.  Ulyflfes  having  departed,  with 
*<  his  wife,  Icarus  mounted  his  chariot,  overtook  his 
«•  beloved  daughter,  and  again  redoubled  his  prayers 
*'  to  return  to  Sparta.  UlyfTes  then  left  it  to  the 
•'choice  of  Penelope  to  flay,  or  follow  him  to  Ithaca. 
"  Penelope  made  no  reply,  but  with  downcaft  eyes  hid 
«'  her  face  in  her  Viel.  Icarus  inlifteti  no  farther,  but 
"  eredted  an  Altar  to  Modefty." 

Is  it  poffible    fuch  an  incident  fhould  be   fo   little 
known  !  I  have  thought  this  anfwer  might  receive  ad- 
ditional grace,  by  fuppofmg  Panrofe,  juft  going  to  be- 
come 
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come  a  bride,  had  received  from  the  Goddefs  of  Mo- 
defty  this  interefting  Veil.  The  fimple  recital,  however, 
in  the  Ditfionnaire  de  la  Fable  made  a  Wronger  impreffion 
on  me  than  the  fccne  I  have  invented:  the  idea  is  fo 
charming  that,  even  if  fpoiled,  it  ftill  gives  pleafure. 

(10)  Vows  among  the  Ancients  were  very  cuftomary, 
and  accompanied  with  divers  ceremonies.  Sometimes 
they  made  libations  ;  and,  while  the  Prleft  plunged 
his  knife  into  the  victim,  the  facred  wine  was  fhed, 
and  they  cried  aloud.  "  Let  the  blood  of  the  man, 
"  who  mall  dare  to  violate  his  oath,  and  of  his  race, 
"  be  fprinkled  upon  the  earth,  like  the  blood  of  thefe 
"  victims  upon  our  Altars." 

Sometimes  they  dipped  their  hands  in  the  blood  and 
entrails  of  the  victims ;  at  others  they  caft  red  hot  iron 
into  the  fea.  promifing  to  keep  their  words  till  that  iron 
fhould  return  and  fwim  upon  the  furface.  The  pains 
of  death  and  infamy  were  inflicted  on  thofe  who  violated 
their  vows;  but  they  excepted  Orators,  Poets,  and 
Lovers  from  the  punifhment.  The  form  of  taking  an 
oath  among  Kings  was  to  raife  the  Sceptre.  The 
Gods,  whom  the  Greeks  invoked  on  thefe  occafions, 
were  infinite ;  fometimes  they  called  the  Sun  to  wit- 
nefs,  fometimes  the  Styx,  &c. 

Pythagoras  fvvore  by  the  number  four,  which,  ac- 
cording to  him,  was  the  Symbol  of  Divinity.  Socrates 
called  on  the  true  God,  the  God  who  prefides  over 
Friendfhip.  Mezurs  des  Grecs,  par  MENARD. 

(n)  The  Chariot  Races  were  tjie  moft  noble,  and 

were  of  two  forts,  that  is,  either  with  tvo  or  four 

G  5  horfesj 
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horfes  ;  the  chariot  and  four  was  called  Quadriga.  The 
ancients  did  not  arrange  their  horfes  like  us  two  and  two, 
but  all  abreaft.  The  Chariots  were  in  the  form  of  fhells, 
and  had  two  wheels,  with  a  very  fhort  pole.  In  the  centre 
of  the  Lifts  was  an  Altar,  on  which  was  placed  a  Brazen 
Eagle  with  fpread  wings,  which  was  fuddenly  raifed  by 
means  of  a  fpring.  This  was  a  fignal  of  departure. 
At  the  end  of  the  Olympian  Goal  was  the  tomb  of  En- 
dymion.  The  Lifts  of  Olympus  were  fuperb,  and  were 
contained  in  a  vaft  enclofure,  600  feet  in  length,  which 
reprefented  the  prow  of  a  vefifel,  furrounded  by  (tails 
for  the  Horfes  and  Chariots.  The  Goal  for  the  Races 
was  the  large  trunk  of  an  Oak  or  Pine-Tree,  reared  on 
the  Confines  about  a  cubit's  height,  and  fufrained  on 
each  fide  by  two  white  polifhed  ftones.  The  prize  of 
finging  and  poetry  was  a  Myrtle  Crown.  Women  and 
Virgins,  once  in  five  years,  celebrated  a  particular  feaft 
at  Olympus  in  honour  of  Juno ;  and  the  Virgins  who 
ran  in  the  Races  were  divided  into  three  clafies  ;  the 
ycungeft  ran  the  firjft,  thofe  of  a  more  advanced  age 
fecond,  and  the  eldeft  laft.  In  confideration  of  their 
lex,  the  length  of  the  rage  was  limited  to  500  feet,  its 
common  length  was  600.  Thofe  who  were  victorious 
in  the  four  ancient  Games  of  Greece,  whatever  kind  of 
conteft  it  was,  were  called  Periodonic :  which  name 
was  given  them  from  the  word  Period,  that  is,  as  the 
revolution  of  four  Games. 

Moeurs  des  Grecs>  per  MENARD. 
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PALACE    OF    TRUTH. 


A      MORAL      TALE. 

THE  charming  Queen  Altemira  married  the 
moft  beautiful  of  all  the  Genii,  the  ami- 
able and  tender  Phanor.  The  evening  of  the 
bridal  day,  the  Queen  was  very  defirous  the 
Genius  fhould  conduct  her  to  his  Palace.  Phanor 
fighed,  and,  tenderly  regarding  Altemira,  faid,  I 
abandon  it  for  your  fake.  You  reign  over  faith- 
ful fubje&s,  and  over  my  heart;  let  that  Empire 
content  you.  It  is  not  poflible  I  fhould  take 
you  to  my  Palace;  but,  fince  you  cannot  inha- 
bit it,  I  fhall  return  thither  no  more,  and  -do  not 
afk  me  farther. 

How,  my  Lord  I    interrupted  Altamira,  muft 
I  never  fee  your  Palace  ? 

G  6  I  dare 
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I  dare  flatter  myfelf,  replied   Phanor,   fmiling, 
you  will  one  day  fee  it. 

But  when  ?  replied  the  Queen,  ardently. 

In  fixteen  years,  if  you  then  wilh  it. 

In  fixteen  years  ?   Heavens  ! 

From  that  time  to  this  let  it  be  forgotten :  for 
your  repofe  and  mine,  I  muft  keep  this  fecret. 

The  Queen  was  exceiftvely  cur.ous,  and  com- 
plained, wept,  and  pouted,  but  Phanor  was  inflex- 
ible. The  vexation  of  having  a  hufband  fo  dif- 
creet  was  the  only  one  Altemira  knew  -,  the  wed- 
ded pair  loved  each  other  entirely  ;  and,  had  it  not 
been  for  the  curiofity  and  eternal  questions  of  the 
Queen,  concerning  the  myfterious  Palace  of  the 
Genius,  they  would  have  been  perfectly  happy, 

Altemira  gave  birth  to  a  Princefs,  whom  the 
Genius,  as  may  be  eafily  imagined,  endowed  with 
all  poiTible  grace  and  perfections.  Scarcely  had 
Zeloide  (the  lovely  Princefs  was  fo  called)  at- 
tained her  fourteenth  year,  ere  the  Queen  and 
the  Genius  were  careful  to  chufe  her  a  future 
hufband,  worthy  of  her  charms  ;  and  their  choice 
fell  upon  Prince  Philamar,  who  adored  Zeloide. 
The  young  Princefs  was  confulted,  and  fhe  own- 
ed {he  preferred  Philamar  to  all  who  had  ever 
fought  her  hand. 

The  Queen,  who  beheld  with  inexpreflible  fa- 

tisfadion.  the  moment  approach,  when,  accord- 

2  ing 
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ing  to  the  promife  of  the  Genius,  fhe  might  in- 
dulge her  curiofity,  determined  not  to  marry  her 
daughter  till  fhe  had  feen  the  Palace,  and  re- 
turned from  her  hufband's  territories;  and  the 
moment,  fo  ardently  wifhed,  at  length  arrived. 

Sixteen  years  had  the  Queen  now  been  married, 
and  (he  prefled  Phanor  to  depart  without  delay. 
To-morrow,  anfwered  he,  you  (hall  be  tranfported 
thither,  if,  after  having  heard  what  Ifhail  relate, 
you  perfifl  in  the  fame  refolution.  This  evening 
you  fhall  hear  my  ftory.  The  Queen  defired 
Zeloide  might  be  prefent ;  Phanor  was  loath  to 
confent,  but  at  laft  yielded  to  the  eager  entreaties 
of  the  Queen.  Towards  the  clofe  of  the  day,  he 
went  to  Altemira's  apartment,  and,  feating  bim- 
felf  between  the  two  Princefles,  he  thus  began 
his  tale. 


The  HISTORY  OF  the  GENIUS  PHANOR. 

I  was  born  with  moil  lively  paflions.  Our  art, 
which  renders  us  fo  fuperior  to  mortals,  can  ef- 
fect no  alteration  in  the  heart ;  and  the  Genius, 
my  father,  faw,  with  chagrin,  that  feveral  cen- 
turies would  be  neceflfary,  to  render  me  prudent 
and  happy. 

In  the  mean  time  I  became  deeply  enamoured 
of  a  Fairy,  much  older  than  myfelf,  and  more 

eminent 
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eminent  for  underftanding  than  beauty :  this 
choice  did  me  honour.  Prudina,  fo  was  the  Fairy 
called,  was  held  in  great  eftimation,  and  was 
cited  as  a  model  of  circumfpe&ion,  prudence, 
and  virtue.  So  penetrating  was  her  wit,  {he 
faw  my  paffion  before  I  knew  it  myfelf,  and  in- 
formed me  I  was  in  love  with  her ;  at  firft  I  was 
going  to  tell  her,  with  the  utrnoft  fimplicity  and 
opennefs  of  heart,  fhe  was  miftaken ;  but  fhe 
feemed  fo  confident,  I  thought  it  beft  to  examine 
myfelf  a  little  farther. 

While  fhe  chided  me  for  a  paffion  which  fhe 
called  childifh  folly,  Prudina  difcovered  fo  much 
mildnefs,  and  friendship,  that  the  confequence  of 
tjhefe  le&ures  was,  I  found  it  poffible  I  might  in 
time  obtain  a  place  in  her  affe&ions,  and  this 
hope  begat  the  love  which  fhe  rather  forefaw  than 
difcovered.  At  lair,  I  tookT  courage,  and  prefled 
Prudina  for  an  explanation,  and  fhe  owned  fhe 
herfelf  had  fallen  into  the  fnares  fhe  had  coun- 
felled  me  to  avoid. 

Enchanted  with  my  good  fortune,  I  fpoke  of 
marriage ;  but  Prudina  declared  fhe  would  not  wed, 
till  fhe  had  firft  had  proofs  of  my  conftancy  ;  pro- 
mifmg,  at  the  fame  time,  to  give  no  one  the  leaft 
item  of  the  hopes  fhe  indulged  me  in.  She  fpoke 
highly  of  the  charms  of  fecrecy,  and,  as  bragging 
was  notmyfoiblej  fhe  eafily  obtained  all  fhe  aiked 

on 
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on  that  head,  and  our  mutual  good  underftand- 
ing  was  wholly  unknown  to  all. 

One  evening,  as  enveloped  in  a  cloud  I  tra- 
verfed  the  air,  towards  the  Palace  of  Prudina,  I 
heard  cries  fo  grievous  that  pity  obliged  me  to 
flop.  I  beheld  a  cavalcade  of  horfes  and  carriages, 
with  a  multitude  of  Slaves  bearing  flambeaux, 
and,  in  the  midil  of  this  multitude,  a  young  man 
of  exquifite  beauty,  who  appeared  the  Matter 
of  the  others,  in  all  the  agonies  of  defpair.  His 
followers  all  repeated  his  complaints,  and  rendered 
the  fcene  ilill  more  aiie&ing. 

I  made  myfelf  known,  and,  addreffing  the 
charming  youth,  demanded  the  caufe  of  fuch  ex- 
traordinary grief,  i  am,  faid  he,  the  Prince  Zimis, 
and  have  from  my  infancy  loved  the  Princefs  EJi- 
ana  ;  our  parents  had  agreed  to  our  union,  when 
the  cruel  Genius  Phormidas,  unhappily  for  me, 
faw  and  became  enamoured  of  my  love.  Eliana 
treated  him  with  fo  much  rigour  that  he  appeared 
to  have  loft  all  hope.  I  took  advantage  of  this 
momentary  repofe,  and,  accompanied  by  the 
train  you  fee,  was  condu&ing  my  Princefs  into 
my  own  kingdom  to  celebrate  our  nuptials. 

As  we  were  pafling  through  a  gloomy  forefr,  we 
were  fuddenly  furprized  by  the  appearance  of 
Phormidas,  who  afTaulted  us,  and,  in  fpice  of 
courage  and  refiftance,  tore  my  dear  Eliana  from 

my 
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my  arms.    Vainly  have  I  endeavoured,  for  three 
days,  to  follow  the  traces  of  the  ravimer ;   fatigue, 
at  laft,  has  flopped  us  here,   and  here,  I  feel,  will 
defpair  terminate  my  life  and  miferies. 

This  recital  greatly  affected  me ;  I  comforted 
the  unfortunate  Zimis,  and  affured  him  his  Prin- 
cefs  mould  be  reftored.  Return,  faid  I,  into  your 
own  kingdom,  before  the  break  of  day,  you  mail 
again  poflefs  Eliana;  my  art  is  fuperior  to  that  of 
Phormidas.  Adieu  !  confide  your  vengeance  to 
me.  This  faid,  I  launched  into  the  air,  and  foon 
loft  fight  of  the  Prince  and  his  train. 

I  dedicated  the  night,  deftined  to  love,  to  bene- 
volence ;  and  inftead  of  the  Palace  of  Prudina, 
flew  to  the  Throne  of  the  Sovereign  of  the  Geniij 
to  whom  I  related  the  interefting  ftory  of  Eliana 
and  her  Lover,  and  conjured  him  to  deliver  the 
young  Princefs  from  the  tyranny  of  Phormidas. 

Our  auguft  Monarch,  taking  me  by  the  Jiand, 
faid,  follow  me,  I  will  give  you  fome  information 
concerning  the  fate  of  the  Princefs,  and  leave  to 
you  the  glory  of  ending  this  adventure. 

So  faying,  he  conducted  me  into  a  magnificent 
falloon,  ornamented  with  a  multitude  of  glafles, 
one  of  which  he  touched  with  a  golden  wand. 
We  muft  firft  fee,  faid  he,  what  is  at  prefent 
become  of  Eliana,  that  our  fuccours  and  activity 
may  equal  the  danger  of  her  fituation. 

As 
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As  he  fpoke,  I  faw  the  glafs  begin  to  colour,  and 
it  foon  represented  a  young  lady  of  perfecl  beauty; 
that  is  Kliana,  faid  the  Genius,  but  obferve  how 
file  is  employed. 

At  this  inftant,  the  magic  Picture  became  corn- 
pleat,  and  I  faw,  not  without  extreme  furprize, 
Eliana  alone  in  a  garden,  fitting  in  a  fwing,  which, 
in  full  motion,  rofe  even  to  the  clouds,  and  weep- 
ing in  fo  affecting  a  manner  that  I  was  greatly 
moved.  My  aftonifhment  made  the  Genius  fmile  : 
you  will  foon  difcover  things  much  more  extraor- 
dinary, faid  he,  (baking  his  head  with  a  myfterious 
air.  Here,  receive  this  Talifman,  it  will  tranfport 
you  whenever  you  pleafe  to  the  place  where  Eliana 
is  detained ;  but  arm  yourfelf  with  coolnefs  and 
courage,  for  you  will  need  them  both.  If  you 
terminate  this  fingular  and  perilous  adventure  glo- 
rioufly,  I  promife  to  grant  whatever  reward  you 
(hall  alk. 

So  faying,  the  Monarch  left  me  ;  and  thus,  in 
pofleffion  of  my  Talifman,  I  inftantly  wifhed  my- 
felf  with  Eliana.  The  very  fame  moment  I  faw 
myfelf  in  the  midft  of  a  fuperb  garden,  heard  the 
found  of  voices,  ftopt,  looked  round  me,  and,  by 
the  clear  light  of  the  moon,  perceived,  at  fome 
diflance,  the  beautiful  Eliana,  whom  1  had  feen 
in  the  magic  Glafs.  She  was  precifely  in  the 
fame  (ituation,  fwinging  with  the  moft  furious 

velocity. 
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velocity,  which  madnefs  appeared  to  me  utterly  in* 
conceivable. 

The  Princefs  was  converging  with  a  very  pretty 
little  Sylph,  who  was  fpeaking.  It  is  pleafant 
enough,  faid  he,  to  fvving  fome  times,  but  tofwing 
always,  whatever  can  be  faid  to  perfuade  you  from 
it,  flill  fwing,  fwing,  fwing,  during  all  the  prime 
of  youth,  this  is  cruel,  I  confefs. 

Oh  !  Zumio,  replied  the  Princefs,  how  happy 
are  you,  that  you  can  preferve  your  gaiety,  you,  it 
is  true,  like  me,  are  deprived  of  liberty,  but  then 
you  are  not  treated  with  fo  much  barbarity. 
Oh  !  were  you  in  my  place— -Oh  !  cruel  Ge- 
nius !  Oh  !  more  inhuman  Fairy !  To  what  ftrange 
punifhment  am  I  condemned  ! 

The  Princefs  could  not  continue  her  moving 
complaints,  for,  at  that  inftant,  her  fwing  took  fo 
rapid,  fo  impetuous,  a  motion  that  fhe  wanted 
breath  and  utterance. 

I  now  learnt,  the  unfortunate  Eliana  was  en- 
chanted in  this  fatal  fwing.  I  drew  near  to  her, 
told  her  what  was  become  of  her  lover,  promifed 
to  reftore  her  to  liberty,  and  entreated  her  to  in- 
form me  of  all  that  had  happened.  Alas  !  my 
Lord,  faid  fhe,  I  fear  you  have  not  power  to  break 
the  enchantment,  which  vengeance  andjealoufy 
have  imagined  3  or  that  you  will  be  fhocked  by  the 

con- 
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conditions,  which  muft  be  fulfilled  ere  this  can  be 
accomplifhed. 

My  hiftory,  in  few  words,  is  as  follows  :  The 
cruel  Phormidas,  after  tearing  me  from  the  arms 
of  my  hufband,  brought  me  to  his  Palace,  I  endea- 
voured to  kill  myfelf,  and  fhould,  no  doubt,  have 
proceeded  tofome  fatal  extremity,  had  not  fuddenly 
the  roof  of  the  Palace  opened,  and  a  woman,  or  ra- 
ther a  fury,  appeared,  drawn  in  a  car  of  ebony  by 
four  monftrous  bats. 

Phormidas  was  at  my  feet ;  he  inftantly  rofe, 
with  a  confufed  countenance,  and  the  terrible 
Fairy,  with  a  menacing  and  dreadful  voice,  pro- 
nounced thefe  words : 

Perfidious  Phormidas,  is  it  thus  I  am  betrayed  ? 
I,  who  for  thy  fake,  deceive  the  moft  beautiful  of 
all  the  Genii !  And  doft  thou  prefer  a  mortal  to 
me  ?  No,  Ingrate,  it  is  impoflible  to  impofe  upon 
me;  but,  if  thou  wouldeft  obtain  pardon,  give  me 
up  that  Princefs,  whofe  life  I  promife  to  refpecl. 
Remember  fhe  detefts  and  1  adore  thee,  and  that  I 
am  capable  of  performing  every  thing  to  be  re- 
venged. 

Phormidas,  terrified,  crouched  to  receive  his 
former  chains,  and  delivered  me  to  the  Fairy. 
Immediately  the  Car  mounted  above  the  clouds, 
and  here,  in  lefs  than  three  minutes,  we  arrived,, 
where  I  endeavoured  to  foftea  the  Fairy,  threw 

myfelf 
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myfelf  at  her  feet,  and  conjured  her  to  reftore  me 
my  Lover. 

After  a  moment's  filence  the  Fairy^raifed  me. 
Princefs,  faid  {he,  I  am  not  vindictive,  but  I  am 
capricious  ;  and  if  you  will  indulge  me  in  a  whim, 
which  has  juft  feized  me,  I  fhall  readily  forget 
what  has  palled,  I  am  ridiculoufly  fond  of  fwing- 
ing  j  look,  here  is  a  fwing,  fit  down  in  it,  that  is 
all  I  alk. 

Though  this  idea  appeared  to  me  ftrange,  yet  I 
I  thought  myfelf  very  happy  to  be  fo  eafily  pardoned, 
and  obeyed  without  hefitation  ;  but  fcarcely  had  I 
feated  myfelf  in  this  fatal  fwing,  when  the  Fairy, 
with  a  terrible  voice,  thus  fpoke. 

I  condemn  thee  to  fwing  for  thirty  years,  unlefs 
one  of  my  Lovers  fhould  ceafe  to  admire  me,  and 
fhould  deceive  me  without  difcovering  the  de- 
ceit 

Inftantly  the  fwing  of  itfelf  took  fo  violent  a 
motion  that  the  fhock  made  me  faint.  Zumio, 
the  amiable  Sylph  whom  you  fee  with  me,  came 
to  my  ailiflance  ;  when  I  recovered  the  ufe  of  my 
fenfes,  I  yielded  to  the  moft  violent  defpair;  yet 
recollecting  the  laft  words  of  the  Fairy,  I  felt  hope 
revive  a  little  ;  for,  faid  I,  fince  fhe  has  more 
than  one  Lover,  file  muft  necefTarily  be  often 
deceived. 

Certain!y> 
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Certainly,  replied  Zumio,  fhe  would,  did  fhe 
nor  poflefs  a  turquoife  ring,  which  becomes  as 
yellow  as  gold  whenever  one  of  her  Lovers  com- 
mits the  leaft  infidelity,  or  his  affe&ion  ceafes 
for  her.  The  Fairy  conftantly  wears  this  ring 
in  the  day,  and,  fearing  left  it  fhould  be  ftolen 
from  her  during  fleep,  (lie  every  night  enclofes 
it  in  a  brazen  cafket,  which  Ihe  locks  up  in  a 
fubterranean  Grotto  dug  in  her  garden,  the  en- 
trance to  which  is  defended  by  twelve  monftrous 
Crocodiles,  fix  Bafilifks,  and  four  Dragons, 
whofe  frightful  jaws,  refembling  the  moft  fear- 
ful Volcanoes,  vomit  devouring  flames,  and  fend 
forth  ftones  of  fire. 

As  the  Princefs  ended,  the  Sylph  thus  con- 
tinued. Such,  my  Lord,  are  the  perils  that  await 
you ;  but  what  glory  would  equal  your's  were 
you  victorious  !  Know  thefe  enchanted  gardens 
are  full  of  the  moft  beautiful  Princeffes  in  the 
univerfe,  whom  the  jealous  Fairy  here  detains, 
and  has  condemned  to  different  pangs  and  punifh- 
rnents.  Had  the  Fairy  only  robbed  the  world  of 
her  rivals,  her  barbarity  would  have  been  fuf- 
ficient;  but  fhe  has  carried  off  every  one  who 
gave  her  the  leaft  kind  of  umbrage ;  envious  of 
wit,  beauty,  talents,  and  even  virtue,  it  is 
enough  to  draw  down  her  hatred  that  any  one 
fhould  acquire  eminence  or  become  very  fuccefs- 

ful. 
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ful.  As  for  m?,  continued  Zumio,  I  am  alfo 
one  of  her  prifoners,  though  formerly  her  fa- 
vourite Page  :  I  carried  her  moil  fecret  Billets- 
Doux  ;  unhappily  for  me  fhe  fufpecl:ed  my  difcre- 
tion,  and  has  confined  me  in  this  melancholy  place. 

I  interrupted  Zumio  ;  for  Heaven's  fake,  faid 
I,  fatisfy  my  curiofity,  and  tell  me  the  name  of 
this  Monfter,  this  abominable  Fairy. 

Ah,  my  Lord  !  replied  Zumio,  you  will  be 
much  furprized,  for  fhe  is  as  fpecious  as  fhe  is 
wicked;  and,  when  I  had  my  liberty,  I  faw  her 
company  courted  by  the  firft  among  the  Genii, 
who  had  the  fimplicity  to  believe,  on  her  word, 
that  file  poflefled  every  virtue:  In  fine,  Sir,  the 
Fairy,  by  whom  we  are  perfecuted,  is  Prudina. 

I  was  petrified  at  the  name;  it  was  impoffible 
for  words  to  exprefs  my  furprize  and  indignation ; 
fury  foon  fucceeded  a  flate  of  ftupor,  and  I  ex- 
claimed impetuoufly— Yes,  I  promife  you  fwift 
vengeance,  your  caufe  is  now  mine.  Princefs 
adieu  ;  farewel  Zumio ;  two  hours  hence  you  are 
free. 

I  departed,  and,  by  virtue  of  my  Talifman,  was 
inftantly  at  the  entrance  of  the  redoubted  Cavern, 
which  enclofed  the  ring  of  my  perfidious  Miftrefs. 
I  will  not  give  you  a  detail  of  the  combats  I  had 
to  fuftain.  I  was  animated  by  vengeance,  wrath 
and  hatred,  and  fhould  never  have  been  trium- 
phant, 
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phant,  had  I  not  been  immortal  and  a  Genius.  I 
exterminated  the  Monfters,  reduced  the  gates  to 
powder,  feizetf  the  cafket,  and  (hatched  the  pre- 
cious ring.  I  found  it  of  a  moft  beautiful  citron 
colour,  and  put  it  on  my  finger,  whence  I  pro- 
mifed  it  fhould  never  part. 

The  garden  inftantly  refounded  with  a  thou- 
fand  cries  of  joy ;  a  thoufand  repetitions  echoed 
LIBERTY  !  LIBERTY  !  ALL  THANKS  TO  THE 
GENIUS  PHANOR  !  LIBERTY  !  LIBERTY  ! 

I  left  the  Cavern,  and  found  the  garden  full  of 
Ladies  differently  dreft,  and  almoft  all  young  and 
handfome;  they  ran,  they  wept,  they  embraced 
each  other,  and  again  cried  with  all  their  force,  LI- 
BERTY! LIBERTY!  ALL  THANKS  TO  PHANOR  ! 
Day  began  to  break,  an  j  I  difringuifhed,  among 
the  crowd,  the  beautiful  Lliana,  leaning  on  the 
arm  of  Zumio.  She  faw  me,  ran  and  call  herfelf 
at  my  feet,  and  exclaimed,  behold  our  Deliverer  ! 
Inftamly  was  1  furrounded  by  all  her  compa- 
nions, fome  ciafping  my  knees,  others  my  hands 
and  arms;  fome  franticly  killing  me,  and  one 
among  the  reft  lightly  leapt  upon  my  back, 
and,  with  a  fhrill  and  piercing  voice,  cried  aloud, 
in  my  ear,  Liberty  !  Liberty  !  This  exclamation 
was  repeated  fo  conftantly,  and  with  fuch  inex- 
preilibie  tranfports,  that,  notwithstanding  all  my 
glory,  I  was  half  diftracted  with  the  noife,  when 

fuddenly 
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fuddenly  the  Sovereign  of 'the  Genii  appeared, 
riding  on  a  white  Elephant;  he  impofed  iilence 
on  the  clamorous  afFembly ;  then,  turning  to  me, 
faid,  Phanor,  you  are  the  arbiter  of  Prudina's 
deftiny,  do  you  pronounce  fentence  upon  her. 

Sire,  replied  I,  ftie  is  unmafked;  I  wifh  no 
greater  vengeance,  but  deign  to  pity  thefe  un- 
fortunate victims  of  her  jealoufy;  reftore  them 
to  their  Country  and  their  Lovers,  and  command 
that  each  mail  be  tranfported  to  the  fpot  the 
heart  moil  wim.es. 

Scarcely  had  I  fpoken  ere  the  Genius  raifed  his 
Sceptre,  and  they  all  difappeared ;  the  Genius 
then,  again  addreffing  me,  faid,  I  promifed  to  re- 
ward you,  and  am  ready  to  fulfil  my  engage- 
ment ;  think  well  before  you  afk,  and  when  you 
are  determined  come  to  my  Palace. 

After  be/lowing  this  prudent  advice  upon  me 
the  Genius  left  me,  and  I  was  preparing  to  quit 
this  fatal  place  for  ever,  which  brought  aiflicling 
ideas  to  my  mind,  when  I  perceived  Zumio  be- 
hind a  tree,  converfmg  with  one  of  the  prettied 
little  women  I  ever  beheld.  I  was  exceedingly 
furprized,  and  2umio,  approaching  me,  faid,  you 
find  me  here  ftill,  my  Lord,  becaufe  I  am  deter- 
mined to  attach  myfelf  to  you,  and  never  leave 
you.  As  to  this  young  beauty,  me  will  tell  ycu 
her  own  ftory,  if  you  defire  to  hear  it- 

Cer- 
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Certainly,  cried  I. 

The  amiable  itranger  fmiled  ;  I  fat  myfelf  down 
by  her,  and  prefTed  her  to  fpealc  to  me  confident- 
ly, and  tell  me  why  ihe  determined  to  remain  in 
that  garden. 

All  my  companions,  replied  fhe,  have  either 
Hufbands  or  Lovers,  whom  they  ardently  defire 
to  fee  once  more.  I  admire  their  conilancy,  but 
have  no  wifli  to  intimate  it.  Since,  however, 
my  Lord,  you  defire  a  recital  of  my  adventures, 
I  mall  willingly  oblige  you. 

I  have  a  lively  imagination,  great  fenfibility 
and  exceflive  delicacy :  it  is  eafy  to  touch  my 
heart,  but  difficult  to  fix  it.  At  the  beginning 
of  an  attachment,  I  fee  the  beft  fide  of  every  thing, 
and  make  a  God  of  my  Lover;  but,  when  chance 
and  circumftances  ravifh  the  illufion  from  me, 
I  find  I  have  loved  only  a  chimera ;  and  detach 
myfelf,  or  rather  awaken  from  an  agreeable  dream, 
which  vanifhes  before  truth.  The  world  has  the 
injuftice  to  call  this  effort  of  reafon  inconftancy. 
I  change  not  through  caprice  or  latitude,  but 
am  deceived  and  undeceived. 

About  two  years  fince,  unhappily  for  me,  I  be- 
came the  Rival  of  Prudina  ;  a  new  attachment  had 
occupied  me  for  above  three  months ;  the  Fairy 
took  a  fancy   to  my   Lover,  which  coft  me  my 
VOL.    v.  H  liberty; 
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liberty;  fhe  carried  me  off,  conducted  me  hither, 
and  while,  as  fhe  held  me  by  the  hand,  we  crofled 
this  garden,  I  wept  in  the  utmoft  defpair.  Be 
comforted,  ^gelia,  faid  fhe, "  my  revenge  will 
not  be  cruel ;  you  h  ive  fomething  amiable  and 
clefirable  about  you,  and,  if  you  had  not  quite 
fo  much  levity,  would  really  be  enchanting ; 
therefore,  as  y  u  imercft  me  in  fpite  of  myfelr,  I 
fhall  rather  endeavour  to  correct  than  punifli  you. 

This  mockery  of  the  Fairy  did  not  deceive  me. 
We  continued  walking,  till  at  lait  the  bowers,  the 
tree?,  the  garden,  all  difappeared,  and  we  found 
ourfelves  in  an  immenfe  Plain,  bounded  only  by 
the  Horizon.  The  view  was  much  like  that  one 
has  on  board  a  fhip  at  fea;  but  the  h.otion  and 
noife  of  the  waves,  and  the  reflections  of  the  fun- 
beams  on  the  furface  of  the  water,  give  life  to  this 
picture.  Whereas,  on  the  plain  where  we  were, 
there  was  nothing  to  interrupt  the  aftonifhing 
and  perfect  uniformity  of  the  monotonous  icene 
before  us.  Tne  Plain  contained  neither  tree,  ihrub, 
nor  flower,  but  was  wholly  covered  with  a  beauti- 
ful green  grafs  all  of  one  ipecies,  without  any 
other  kind  of  herb.  A  profound  calm,  an  eterr 
nal  illeiKe  reigned  in  this  vaft  folitude  ;  w.iere 
not  a  bird  nor  an  infecl:  could  be  feen,  and  where 
the  fky  was  always  of  a  perfect  blue  without  a 
cloud. 

The 
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The  lirft  afpecl:  of  this  irnmenfe  heath,  pro- 
duced a  moft  agreeable  fenfation  ;  ftruck  with  ad- 
miration, I  flood  motionlefs  in  a  trance  of  rapture. 

I  am  quite  charmed,  fai.l  the  Fairy,  to  find  you 
are  fo  pleafed  with  the  f:ene  ;  it  ought  natural!/ 
to  calm  the  too  great  fufceptibly  of  a  warm 
imag  nation;  but  this  erFecl:  can  only  be  hoped 
from  time  and  meditation.  Wherefore  I  would 
have  you  remain  here,  where  you  will  never  find 
the  leaft  change;  the  heavens  will  always  be 
equally  ferene,  never  will  they  be  cbfcured  by  the 
leaft  cloud ;  you  will  have  neither  night  nor 
morning,  no  inconfti.ncy  of  feafons,  but  day  will 
ever  mine  thus  bright. 

So  faying,  file  condemned  me  to  walk  with  a 
fleady  and  majeftic  ftep,  over  this  enchanted  vel- 
vet Lawn  for  thirty  years  :  at  leaft,  faid  fhe,  ac- 
cording to  her  ufual  form,  unlefs  one  of  my 
Lovers  f  ould  ceafe  to. admire  n.e,  and  fhould 
deceive  me  without  my  difcovering  the  deceit. 

She  fpoke  and  difappeared,  and  I  inftantly 
found  myfef  obliged  to  walk  exceedingly  flow, 
without  a  poflibility  of  turning  to  the  right  or 
the  left,  of.haftening  or  flackening  my  pace,  or 
of  flopping  or  fitting  down  to  reft. 

This  obligation  of  walking   always    in  a  right 

line,  and  the  fame  flow  pace,  fef  med  very  painful 

at  the  firft  inftant ;  but  I  was  far  from  feeling  all 

Hz  the 
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the  horror  of  my  fituation.  I  at  firft  beheld 
this  rich  and  immenfe  carpet,  encircled  by  a  clear 
and  dazzling  azure  horizon,  with  ecftafy.  Is  it 
poffible  that  blue  and  green,  the  fky  and  grafs, 
can  yield  fo  extraordinary,  fo  magnificent  a  pic- 
ture !  But  thus  do  grandeur  and  fimplicity  form 
the  fublime. 

Such  philofophic  reflections,  the  memory  of 
my  Lover,  and  the  hope  the  Fairy  might  be  de- 
ceived, without  her  difcovering  the  deceit,  made 
me  fupport  my  folitude  with  great  patience  for 
Ibme  hours ;  but  my  admiration  of  my  vaft  pri- 
fon  foon  cooled j  difguft  fucceeded  enthufiafm  ; 
the  majeftic  immenfity  of  eternal  verdure,  which 
had  fo  much  furprifed  me,  became  infipid,  mo- 
notonous, and  tirefome,  ar,d  I  had  nothing  to  di- 
vert my  attention  but  an  unfortunate  paffioo, 

Even  the  remembrance  of  this  paffion  was  in- 
fenfibly  effaced ,  my  lifelefs  fancy  loft  all  ftrength 
of  colouring,  my  thoughts  became  vague,  my 
reveries  languid  j  all  illuiions  left  me ;  Love  fled 
my  folitude,  and  I  was  alone  in  the  vaft  and  bufy 
world. 

When  reafon  diflipates  dangerous  errors,  vic- 
tory brings  eafe,  and  one  is  happy,  no  doubt ;  but 
though  it  is  glorious  and  flattering  to  vanquifh 
one's  paffions,  it  is  mocking  to  feel  them  quit- 
ting us,  and  annihilating  themfelves,  becaufe 

the 
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the  fire  of  imagination  becomes  extinct,  and  the 
heart  withers.  Yet  how  void  fuch  a  horrid 
fittiation,  or  what  paffion  could  here  long  en- 
dure ?  It  needed  not  be  overcome  by  Reafon, 
Time  foon  rendered  it  languid. 

In  this  cruel  ftate,  I  mournfully  trod  my  never- 
ending  line.     I  wept  no  more,  no  longer  had  the 
power  of  afflicting  myfelf ;  but  I  gaped,    became 
fpiritlefs,  and  funk:  beneath  infupportable  laiiitude  : 
the  only  real  wiih  I  felt  was   once  again  to  fee 
animated  nature,    trees,  houfes,  and  mountains  ; 
the  fight  of  a  clould  would  have  delighted  me  -,  a 
ftorm,  thunder,  rain,    would  have  given  me  un- 
fpeakable  joy.     How  much  did  I  regret  night,  the 
moon,   and  fear-light ;   in  fact,  the  leaft  change, 
of  any  kind  whatever,    would  have  been  perfect 
happinefs;  and  I  felt  that  the  ingenuous  and  jealous 
Prudina,  in  condemning  me  to  this  flrange  punifh- 
ment,  had  found  the  moft  cruel  method  of  chaftU 
fing  the  inconftancy  with  which  fhe  reproached  me. 
Judge  of  my  joy,  my  lord,  continued  Agelia, 
when,  thanks    to  your  valour,   I  found  I  had  the 
power  to  run  or  flop,  and  that  I'  v/as  in  the  midft 
of  this  garden  ;  you  ought  to  imagine,  at  preftnr, ' 
wherefore  I  am  here,  and  why  I  have  not  been  im- 
patient to  join  a  Lover  who  has  ceafed  to  p: 
me  ;  and  by  whom,  ere.  this,  I  am  doubtlefs  for- 
gotten,  having    been    eighteen    months   abfent; 
H  3  iliould 
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fhould  he  by  chance  remain  faithful,  I  never  could 
fupport  his  complaints  and  reproaches ;  all  coun- 
tries, therefore,  are  to  me  indifferent,  iince  I  can- 
not return  to  my  own;  and,  provided  I  neither  fe$ 
vaft  plains  nor  lawn?,  I  do  not  care  where  I  live. 

When  Ageiia  had  thus  fpoken,  I  rofe,  and  de- 
fcribing  in  the  air  a  circle  with  my  wand,  changed 
vdace  and  Gardens  of  Prudina  into  a  magni- 
iicient  Caftle,  fituated  on  the  fummit  of  a  moun- 
tain ;  we  found  ourfelvcs  {landing  on  the  terrace, 
whence  we  had  the  moil  charming  and  variegated 
view.  Agelia  feemed  tranfported  again  to  behold 
rock0-,  caicades,  precipices,  ruins,  hamlets,  flocks, 
and  the  ocean  ;  for  1  had  u  ited  every  thing  which 
nature  affords,  of  the  pleafing  and  the  majeflic, 
plains  excepted.  Agelia  was  in  raptures  ;  here 
reign,  faid  i  ;  if  my  prefence  is  difagreeable,  fpeak, 
Agelia,  arid,  whatever  it  may  cod  me,  I  am  gone  ; 
your  repofe  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  own  happinefs. 

Amelia,  at  iirfl,  replied  to  this  kind  of  declara- 
tion with  equal  tendernets  ana  smbarraffinent ; 
then  taking  a  tone  of  pleafantry,  fhe  preferved  her 
gaiety  for  part  of  the  day;  and,  towards  evening, 
fell  into  a  mild  melancholy,  which  gave  her  new 
charms,  and  rendered  her  fo  lovely  that  my  heart 
was  gone  pait  retrieving. 

After  fupper,  I  led  her  to  the  terrace,  where 
perceiving  the  fky  foon  thick  with  ftars,  Agelia 

flopped, 
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flopped,  and  looked  up   at  the  heavens  in  ecftafy. 
Oh  enchanting  fight  !   cri,-d  {he. 

1  inftantly  fell  at  her  knee.-,  and  dared  to  defcribe 
the  fenfat  ons  file  infpired.  i:he  heard  me  without 
interruption  ;  1  favv  {he  was  affected ;  faw  her  tears 
began  to  flow,  and  prefled  her  toreply.  After  a  mo- 
ment's filence,  Phanor,  faid  /he,  drying  her  tears, 
I  am  not  infenfible  of  your  favours,  and  cfpeci- 
ally  of  your  tendermfs,  but  give  me  time  to  know 
your  father,  and  examine  my  own  heart. 

ho  faying,  fhe  left  me.  1  consulted  my  preci- 
ous ring,  my  turquoife,  and  learnt,  with  tranf- 
port,  i  was  beloved.  The  next  day,  I  conjured 
Agelia  to  give  me  a  farther  explanation.  Really, 
faid  fhe,  I  am  fearful  Doth  of  deceiving  you  and 
myielf. 

No,  charming  Agelia,  exclaimed  I,  falling  at 
her  feet,  no,  you  love  me  ;  I  cannot  doubt  my 
happinefV— — 

I  ftopt,  for  I  perceived  Agelia  thought  my  fe- 
curity  exceedingly  ridiculous;  and,  in  fa6t,  it  had 
greatly  the  appearance  of  vanity.  Ageiia  pouted, 
and  treated  me  with  refjrve,  with  difdain.  I  re-' 
jaired  my  imprudence,  and  pretended  I  had  lofl 
all  hope".  Agelia  became  lit:-  rigorous,  ccnfeiTed, 
at  laft,  a  mutual  paffion,.  and  deigned  to  fix"  the 
day,  when  Kymsn  fhould  join  two  hearts  which 
ha'd  been  ib  fuddenly  united  by  Love. 

H  4  On 
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On  the  eve  of  this  happy  day,  I  was  walking 
on  the  terrace  with  Agelia;  her  eyes  were  fixed 
on  the  ocean,  which  bathed  the  walls  of  the 
caftle ;  fhe  feemcd  abfent,  and  I  had  remarked, 
with  imeafmefs,  {he  had  appeared  fo  for  two  days, 
and  that  fhe  was  lefs  tender  than  ufual  ;  yet  I 
could  not  fuffer  any  great  uneafmefs,  becaufe  my 
ring  prcferved  it's  ufual  colour.  After  a  mo- 
ment's filence,  Agelia  faid,  you  ought,  fince  every 
thing  is  poiTible  to  your  art,  to  fink  thefe  moun- 
tain*, and  make  thofe  rocks  vanifh  j  for  I  find 
the  landfcape  is  overcharged,  and  the  eye  has  no 
reliefs  you  have  multiplied  your  cafcades  too 
much ;  thofe  precipices  terrify  the  imagination, 
and  the  noife  of  torrents  and  the  roaring  of  the 
fea  gives  us  pain. 

iiat  then,  Agelia,  cried  I,  fighing,  have  thofe 
places  ccaied  to  pleafe  ?  Thefe  fcenes  which  you 
thought  fo  charming  ?  Well  then,  fince  fuch  is 
your  will,  they  fhall  vanifh,  though  to  me  they 
are  dear ;  for  here  it  was  Agelia  firft  promifed 
to  unite  her  deftiny  to  mine. 

Agelia  made  no  reply,  but  gave  me  her  hand 
with  a  look  of  tender  pailion:  I  kifTed  it  with 
tranfport.  At  this  inftanf,  fhe  fixed  her  eyes 
upon  my  ring,  and  with  a  negligent  and  abfent 
air,  drew  it  from  my  finger.  This  gave  me  fome 

emotion 
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emotion  j  but  unwilling  to  excite  her  fufpicions, 
I  durft  not  oppofe  her  vvifli  to  examine  it  nearer. 

I  cannot  abide  the  turquoife,  faid  Agelra  ; 
though  this  a  beautiful  blue ;  but  it's  frightfully 
mounted;  1  declare  it  is  quite  horrid. 

So  faying,  (he  raifed  her  arm,  and  without 
giving  me  time  to  prevent,  or  rather  to  forefee 
her  intention,  threw  this  ineflimable  treafure, 
this  ring,  the  pofTeifion  of  which  was  fo  precious, 
fo  dear  to  me,  into  the  fea. 

The  excefs  of  my  furprize  rendered  me  motion- 
lefs;  Agelia  beheld  me  with  a  mifchievous  eye. 
At  length  I  broke  forth,  overwhelmed  her  with 
reproaches ;  accufed  her  of  perfidy,  and  uttered, 
without  fcruple,  every  extravagance  which  anger 
the  moft  violent  could  fuggeft.     Agelia  liftened 
with  great  tranquillity.      When  I  had  ended,  I 
confefs,  faid  fhe,  the  properties  of  that  vile  ring 
were  not  unknown  to  me ;  I  have  had  fome  con- 
fufed  fufpicions  for  feveral  days  paft,    and  have 
had  the  art  to  get  the  fecret  from  Zumio. 
Ah  perfidious  Zumio  !  cried  I. 
He  has  not  wilfully  betrayed  you,  replied  Age- 
lia ;   I  perfuaded  him  I  was  in  the  fecret  j  he  has 
not   wanted    difcretion;     he  has  only  been  de- 
ceived by  a  woman ;    and  this  is  a  misfortune 
which  neither  human  prudence   nor  magic  itfelf 
could  ever  yet  fliield  Philosophers,  nor  the  mofl 
H  5  fubltme 
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fubiime  of  the  Genii,  from  fometimes  experien- 
cing, As  to  any  thing  further,  my  lord,  if  it 
be  on  my  account  you  regret  fo  bitterly  your 
turquoife,  your- grief  is  ill-founded,  for,  I  allure 
you,  I  have  not  the  le^ft  wifh  to  deceive  you. 

Wherefore,  cruel  woman,  have  you  ravifhed 
this  precious  Talifman  from  me,  which  would 
have  prevented  all  doubts,  and  rendered  arTuran- 
ces  of  fidelity  fuperfluous  ? 

Yes,  my  Lord,  I  know  the  ring  left  me  no- 
thing to  fay;  but  I  love  to  talk;  and  befides,  you 
mud  allow  fuch  kind  of  fecurity  would  not  be 
very  flattering  to  me.  Can  you  fay  it  would 
have  been  generous  and  delicate  fecretly  to  con* 
fult  this  ring  at  every  inftant,  to  know  if  you 
ought  to  believe  my  proteftations  of  affection  ? 
I  have  no  Talifman,  and  yet  I  believe  you.  If 
you  afk  me  what  love  is,  I  will  tell  you :  at  the 
moment  when  you  obtained  a  confeilion  of  my 
pafnon  for  you,  you  Ihould  have  taken  this  pre- 
tended treasure,  this  odious  ring,  have  caft  it 
from  you,  and  faid,  "  The  love  and  confidence 
M  you  infpire,  render  this  ufelefs." 

I  liftened  and  flood  confounded ;  at  laft  I  fell 
on  my  knees,  implored  Agelia's  indulgence,  and 
my  pardon. 

Indulgence!  cried  (he,  you  know  not  it's  value; 
cid  I  not  generoufly  pardon  you  all  the  wrongs  I 

have 
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have  jut!  repeated  ?  When  I  threw  your  rii^  into 
the  fen,  you  oujht  to  have  recollected  it  had  not 
changed  it's  colour  :  but  the  paflion,  the  unwor- 
thy fury  you  have  juft  been  guilty  of 

Hold,  Agelia,  you  pierce  me  to  the  foul. 

I'io,  my  lord,  I  will  take  no  advantage  of  your 
prefent  want  o<  power  to  read  my  heart;  i-.y 
word  is  more  certain  than  all  the  Tahfmans  in 
the  world;  I  love  you  no  longer,  nor  ever  lhall 
love  you  more. 

The  coolnefs,  the  unconcern,  with  which 
Agelia  pronounced  thefe  word?,  did  not  permit 
me  to  doubt  the  reality  of  my  misfortune.  I 
loved  her  paffionatcly,  and  gave  myfelf  up  to  the 
moft  dreadful  defpair.  I  fell  at  her  feet,  bathed 
them  with  my  tears  ;  for  pity's  fake,  faid  I,  deign 
to  leave  me  a  little  hope. 

Hence  you  may  learn,  replied  fhe,  whether 
you  ought  to  regret  your  ring;  truth  is  to  you 
fo  painful  you  cannot  fupport  it,  and  therefore 
conjure  me  to  deceive  you. — r— We  ought,  no 
doubt,  to  endeavour  to  free  ourfelves  from  illu- 
fions  which  are  likely  to  injure  us,  but  wherefore 
deftroy  thofe  which  afford  us  confolation  ? — Take 
my  auvicej  my  Lord,  and  never  hereafter  em- 
ploy your  art  to  form  a  Talifman  like  that  from 
which  I  have  freed  you  ;  if  you  do,  you  will 
but  prepare  yourfelf  new  torments.  Study  men, 
H  6  fufoea 
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fufpecl:  them  in  general,   but   believe  implicitly 
in  your  miftrefs  and  friend. 

The  Counfel  was  prudent,  yet  unfortunately 
for  me  I  did  not  profit  by  it.  Agelia  was  in- 
flexible, nothing  could  regain  her  heart,  and  I, 
overwhelmed  and  defpairing,  retired  to  a  folitude 
at  a  diftance  from  her,  where  I  pafled  feveral 
months  totally  occupied  by  my  grief.  Zumio 
followed  me,  and  though  he  was  the  innocent 
caufe  of  my  misfortunes,  his  attachment,  gaiety, 
and  natural  gentlenefs,  made  his  fociety  agree- 
able; befides  he  knew  Agelia,  and  I  could  con- 
verfe  with  him  of  her. 

Zumio  had  been  a  great  traveller  ;  his  relations 
were  pleafant  and  graceful ;  and,  in  order  to  di- 
vert me,  he  told  me  every  evening  of  the  inter- 
efting  things  he  had  fcen  in  his  travels.  Among 
the  reft,  he  often  fpoke  of  a  Princefs  named 
Arpalifa,  on  whom  he  made  fuch  pompous  eu- 
logiums  that  he  excited  my  curiofity.  I  afked 
him  if  fhe  was  as  handfome  as  Agelia  ? 

Pfhaw !  faid  Zumio,  had  you  ever  feen  the  di- 
vine Arpalifa,  you  never  would  have  been  in  love 
with  this  little  Agelia,  who  is  agreeable  enough  I 
own,  and  does  not  want  wit  fometimesj  but, 
being  in  reality  a  wild,  capricious,  thought- 
lefs  thing,  cannot  be  compared  to  the  Princefs  I 
mention,  who  is  amoft  accomplifhed  model  of 

all 
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all  perfection ;  you  would  \be  dazzled  with  her 
beauty,  and  enchanted  with  the  depth^  of  her 
underftanding,  her  virtues,  talents,  and  the  ex- 
tent of  her  knowledge. Such  greatnefs  of 

foul  ! Such  fenfibility  ! Oh  !  were  you  to 

hear  her  difcourfe  on  friendship  ! 

Zumio  was  exhauftlefs  on  this  fubjecT:,  and 
his  every-day-repeated  praife,  at  length,  infpired 
me  with  a  ftrong  defire  to  fee  this  miraculous 
Princefs. 

Notwithftanding,  however,  all  the  prudent  coun- 
fels  of  Agelia,  I  heartily  regretted  the  lofs  of  my 
ring :  I  had  a  Favour  to  afk  of  the  Sovereign  of 
the  Genii,  and  after  much  incertitude  and  many 
reflections  I  went  to  him,  and  conjured  him  to 
build  me  a  Palace,  in  which,  by  a  Charm,  every 
one  who  entered  it,  mould  be  obliged  to  declare 
their  fecret  thoughts  whenever,  they  fpoke.  I 
afked  likewife,  in  quality  of  the  poflefibr  of  the 
Palace,  to  be  the  only  one  exempt  from  that  ge- 
neral law :  for,  faid  I,  a  Lover  ought  to  be  dif- 
creet,  and  I  would  not  willingly  expofe  myfelf 
to  the  leaft  impropriety  of  this  kind.  Let  me, 
implored  I,  in  this  Palace,  behold  objects  as 
they  are  ;  let  me  hear  fmcerity ;  let  thofe  who 
fpeak  exprefs  their  real  fentiments ;  and  let  thofe 
who  wilh  to  deceive  not  be  confcious  that  they 
faid  the  very  contrary  of  what  they  meant  to 

fay; 
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fay;  let  them  not  hear  themfelves,  but  let  them 
rnft  perfuaded,  they  really  f  <ea!c  the  flattering 
words  by  which  they  mea:i  to  impofe  on  their 
hearers;  for  without  this  double  Ciiarm  each 
would  be  filent,  and  I  fhould  never  hear  any  thing 
but  interrupted  phrafes. 

The  Genius  fighedj  imprudent  Phanor,  faid 
he,  what  is  it  you  ut  my  oath  is  facred ; 

return  to  youi  own  territories,  and,  inftead  of 
the  Palace  you  have  hitherto  occupied,  you  will 
have  the  one  you  have  had  the  folly  to  defire. 
Here  is  a  Box,  continued  he,  which  will  prefer ve 
you  from  the  laws  of  this  dangerous  Palace;'  while 
you  keep  it,  you  will  fay  nothing  but  what  you 
intend  to  fay ;  or  if  you  rwifh  to  lend  it  to  any 
other,  it  will  have  the  fame  effect  on  them  ;  but  I 
can  only  make  one  of  the  kind,  it  is  irnpoilible  I 
fhould  give  you  another  Talifman  of  that  effb£h 

I  received  the  Box  from  the  Sovereign  of  the 
Genius ;  and,  ar'tej  teftifying  my  gratitude,  de- 
parted immediately  for  my  new  habitation. 

Here  I  found  a  Palace,  the  afpecr.  of  which  daz- 
zled and  delighted  me  ;  it  is  formed  of  a  fubftance 
which  has  all  the  brightnefs,  duration,  and  tranfpa- 
rency  of  the  more  pure  and  brilliant  diamond;  the 
architecture  is  at  once  both  light  and  majefHc  ; 
the  ornaments  are  enriched  by  ruble?,  pearls,  and 
opals  y  and  on  the  golden  doors  of  this  magnificent 

edifice 
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i  ;n,  THE  PALACE  OF  THUTH, 
:i. 

As  I  entered,  I  touched  the  gates  with  my  wand,  . 
and  pronounced  thde  words  ;  "  Let  whoever  here- 
"  after   enters    this    Palace   remain'    here    three 
<;  months  ;  and  I  fv/ear  by  my  Art,    an  irrcvoca- 
u  ble  oath,  never  to  abolifh  this  Law." 

I  then  opened  the  gates  of  my  Palace,  and  or- 
dered admiflion  to  be  given  to  whoever  pleafed  to 
come  and  remain  in  it. 

From  the  very  firft  day  I  found  how  dangerous 
a  habitation  was  the  Palace  of  Truth*  I  quef- 
tioned  my  {laves,  and  they  being  obliged  to  an- 
fwer  with  perfect  fmcerity,  I  conceived  fo  much 
indignation  and  contempt  for  them,  that  1  turned 
them  all  away ;  and,  I  muft  confefs,  I  have  not 
fmce  found  any  more  faithful,  or  more  attached 
to  me.  I  alfo  loft  much  of  my  friendfhip  for  Zu- 
mio ;  I  faw  him  as  he  was,  and  found  he  was 
equally  deficient  in  tafte  and  understanding ;  he 
ofcen  indulged  himfelf  in  quibbles,  and  a  play  of 
words,  which  no  longer  amufed  me,  and  which 
I  was  aftonifhed  to  think  had  ever  given  me 
pleafure.  I  difcovered  a  thoufand  little  defects 
in  him  which  I  had  never  remarked  before, 
and  found,  befides,  he  was  extremely  imperti- 
nent j  he  contradicted  me  continually,  was  fel- 

dom 


160    .    THE    TALES   OF    THE    CASTLE. 
dom  of  my  opinion,  and  fpoke  with  a  freedom  and 
unpolitenefs  that  were  equally  revolting. 

As  he  ftill  faid,  however,  he  had  a  friendship 
for  me,  I  did '  not  come  to  an  abfolute  rupture 
with  him ;  but  I  fcolded  or  mapped  at  him  con- 
tinually, and  he  infolently  replied  my  pride  was 
infupportable.  I  commanded  him  to  be  filent ;  he 
would  fhrug  his  fhoulders,  mock  me,  alternately 
fhew  anger  or  vexation  ;  and  thus  we  pa/Ted  our 
time,  either  fullenly,  or  wrangling  with  each 
other. 

.Quite  tired  of  this  tete-a-tete,  I  continually 
hoped  fome  travellers,  invited  by  the  brilliant  af- 
peel  of  my  Palace,  would  wifh  to  enter :  but  paf- 
fengers  contented  themfelves  with  admiring  it; 
they  approached  it  eagerly,  but  as  foon  as  they 
read  the  infcription,  as  eagerly  left  it,  and  purfued 
their  way. 

©ne  day,  as  I  flood  with  Zumio  on  a  balcony, 
we  faw  a  magnificent  Chariot  at  a  diftance,  driving 
towards  the  Palace.  I  knew  by  my  Art  this  Cha- 
riot belonged  to  a  King,  accompanied  with  feven 
or  eight  Courtiers.  As  it  approached,  Zumio  faid, 
at  laft  I  hope  we  fhall  have  a  vifitor,  for  which  I 
fhall  be  very  glad,  for  I  have  been  moft  dreadfully 
dull  ever  fince  fince  I  have  been  here. 

As  Zumio  fpoke,  the  Chariot  advanced  to  the 
gates  j  the  King  read  the  infcription,  and  his  firft 

move- 
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movement  was  to  enter ;  but  the  Courtiers  grew 
pale,  fhuddered,  and  detained  him.  The  King 
perfifted  for  (bine  time ;  at  laft  he  fuffered  him- 
felf  to  be  perfuaded,  and  withdrew;  the  Courtiers 
once  more  recovered  their  breath,  turned  the  Cha- 
riot precipitately  away,  and  foon  were  out  of 
fight. 

So  they  are  gone,  cried  Zumio,  with  chagrin  ; 
but,  while  you  will  perfift  to  leave  that  curfed  in- 
/cription  over  the  gate,  we  fhall  never  fee  a  foul. 
You  are  fo  wilful  ! — I  really  never  met  with  a 
Genius  fo  obftinate  and  flupid. 

Your  infolence  is  beyond  all  bounds,  Zumio. 
Oh !  what  you  want  truth  and  compliments  both 
at  once  j  your  folly  is  really  incomprehenfible,  and 
at  fome  moments  you  are  as  inconfiflent  and  fool- 
ifh  as  you  are  proud. 

Shocked  at  his  exceiiive  impertinence,  I  was 
going  to  drive  him  frc.n  me,  when  I  perceived  a 
figure  that  fixed  my  whole  attention.  A  venerable 
old  man,  with  a  inajeflic  prefence  that  infpired  re- 
fpecT:,  and  a  mild  placidity  in  his  countenance, 
which  interefted  the  heart  in  fpite  of  itfelf,  ap- 
proached with  a  book  in  his  hand,  reading  and 
walking  flowly. 

When  he  came  oppofite  the  Palace  gates,  he 
lifted  up  his  eyes,  and  read  the  infcription.  Oh 
thou,  &id  he,  whom  for  thefe  forty  years  I  have 

fought ! 


l62     THE    TALES    OF    THE    CASTLE. 

fought  !  Oh.  celelrial  Truth  !  am  I  then  in  rny 
latter  days  permitted  to  fee  unclouded,  and  as  thou 
art? 

So  faying,  the  old  man  entered  the  Palace. 
.'  o  here  is  one  at  Jail,  faiJ  Zumio,  and  inftantly 
left  me,  to  go  arid  meet  the  (Iranger.  I  followed 
my  little  hair  brained  Sylph,  and  we  foon  met  the 
old  man.  Zumio  flew  ;  come  in,  come  good  man, 
faid  he,  you  ?re  very  welcome,  efpeciaily  if  you 
can  rid  us  of  our  horrid  dulnefs.  You  are  old, 
have  been  in  various  icenes  of  life,  and  can  tell 
us  a  good  many  (lories :  but  firft,  pray  what  is 
your  name  ? 

Gelanor,  replied  the  old  man,  in  my  youth  I 
lived  among  men;  I  have  been  a  great  traveller; 
and  for  thefe  laft  twenty  years  have  devoted  my 
days  to  folitude. 

/\h  !  I  perceive,  interrupted  Zumio,  you  are  a 
Philofopher;  we  fhall  not  be  much  the  niemer 
for  you.— Nor  will  you  find  much  entertain- 
ment here,  for  rhilolbphers  are  cu:ious  ;  you,  no 
doubt,  imagine  you  may  fhidy  mankind  in  this 
place,  but  that  is  your  mi  (lake  ;  you  will  find 
nobody  here  but  this  Genius,  my  Matter,  and 
me  ;  and  he>  as  }ou  may  ptrceive,  is  not  very  com- 
municative; befides,  there  is  nothing  original  in 
his  character.  As  for  rne,  it  is  true,  I  have  a  deal  of 

wit, 
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\vit,  many  virtues  and  accompli  (hments9    and  it 

\vil.  take  you  feme  time  to  know  me. 

I  know  you  better  ac  prefent,  replied  Gelanor, 
fjniling,  than  you  feem  to.  know  youifelf. 

I  now  fpoke  in  turn,  and  afked  him  what  was  his 
op i  n  i on  of  h  i  m  fel  f  ? 

.ui  good,  (aid  he-  but  imperfect ;  yet  cannot 
conceive,  after  having  led  a  life  c>£  reflection,  and 
of  endeavours  to  know  my  own  heart,  how  I  can 
flill  have  fo  many  defects  and  foibles.  This  idea, 
however,  is  fo  often  prefent  to  my  mind,  that  it 
prJcrves  me  from  pride,  and  ma!:es  me  indulgent. 
My  public  and  private  actions  are  irreproachable; 
but  often  experience  interior  fenfations  which  are 
humiliating  ;  and,  were  I  to  render  an  exact  and 
circumftantiai  account  of  all  the  ideas  which  pre- 
fent themfelves  to  my  imagination,  I  am  afraid  I 
fhould  not  be  found  much  wifer  than  others. 

When  he  had  laid  thus,  I  approached  Gelanor, 
and  embraced  him  with  moft  refpeciful  affection. 
Oh;  my  father  !  faid  ;,  1  cannot  exprcfs  my  ad- 
ir.iratioii  ;  you  are  a  true  PhiJofopher,  and  i  iliall 
ever  honour,  mail  ^  rcfped  all  thofe  who  re- 

femble  you. 

Some  days  after  this  convention   I  determin- 
ed to  obliterate  the  inilri^ti'-n  from   the  gates  of 
my  Palace.    I  then  quitted  Gelanor  and  Zi; 
and,  without  telling  them  my  project,  guiued  by 

that 
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that  curiofity  which  Zumio  had  infpired,  departed 
for  the  kingdom  of  the  Princefs  Arpalifa.  Fearing 
Zumio's  indifcreticn,  I  would  neither  take  him 
with  me,  nor  impart  my  defign. 

I  foon  came  to  this  celebrated  Princefs,  who 
would  not  receive  me  till  evening  \  and  1  was  then 
introduced  into  a  fuberb  falcon,  lighted  in  a  molt 
agreeable  manner ;  the  wax  lights  were  all  within 
cryftal,  covered  with  white  gauze,  or  fet  it  vafes 
of  alabafter  ;  which  artifice  produced  a  foftnefs, 
fomewhat  like  clear  moon  light.  The  Princefs 
was  feated  on  a  Throne  of  gold,  over  which  was 
a  pavillion,  decorated  with  drapery  of  filver  gauze ; 
garlands  of  rofes  formed  elegant  feftoons,  and 
crowns  was  fufpended  over  her  head. 

Arpalifa  was  clothed  in  magnificent  robes,  gar- 
nilhed  with  precious  ftoneSr  Her  appearance  was 
dazzling,  and  her  beauty  feemed  to  me  regular 
and  rnajeftic  j  though  file  was  not  very  young,  I 
admired  her  fhape,  her  noble  air,  the  furprifing 
fairnefs  of  her  complexion,  and  was  charmed  with 
her  converfation. 

The  next  day  my  admiration  was  more  increafed, 
when,  by  the  orders  of  the  Princefs,  I  was  con- 
ducted into  a  gallery  full  of  paintings,  and  in- 
formed they  were  all  the  performances  of  A  rpa- 
lifa  :  they  were  on  the  moft  interefting  fubje&s  ; 
Temples  to  Friendihip,  Sacrifices  to  Friendfhip, 

Friend- 
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F-ficndfhip  triumphing  over  Love,  Time  crown* 
ing  and  embellifhing  Friendship  :  or  Altars  to  Be- 
nevolence, Benevolence  enlightened  by  Virtue, 
Compiffion  exciting  Benevolence,  &c.  &c.  In 
fine,  it  was  not  poffible  to  leave  this  Gallery, 
without  a  full  perfuafion  that  Arpalifa  was  the  moft 
gentle  and  virtuous  Princefs  in  the  univerfe. 

From  thence  I  was  led  to  the  Laboratory,  and, 
returning,  my  Conductor  told  me,  in  confidence, 
that  the  Princefs  employed  her  time,  with  equal 
advantage,  in  Aftronomy  and  Mathematics.  As 
I  had  a  particular  love  for  thofe  fciences,  I  was  en- 
chanted at  the  difcovery  :  though  the  high  opinion 
I  had  before  conceived  of  the  Princefs  was  almoit 
incapable  of  increafe. 

There  was  a  concert  in  the  evening,  and  a  Sym- 
phony of  Arpulifa's  compofition  was  performed. 
The  Princefs  then  fat  down  to  the  harpfichord, 
and  fang ;  her  voice  did  not  appear  very  remark- 
able, but,  in  facl,  it  was  almoft  entirely  drowned 
by  the  accompanyments :  but  an  excellent  Mufi- 
cian,  who  fat  by  my  fide,  afTured  me,  fhe  fung  in 
a  fuperior  ftyle ;  and  I  found  he  had  reafon  to  fay 
fo,  for  every  body  was  in  raptures. 

After  fupper,  they  made  extempore  Poetry 
and  Enigmas,  which  gave  the  Princefs  an  op- 
portunity of  fliewing  her  wit.  I  could  not  re- 
cover from  my  amazement  j  what  I  heard  was 

incre- 
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incredible,  and  I  found  it  would   net  be  poflibh 
long  to  preferve  my  liberty  in  the  prefence  of  fo 
accomplifhed  a  Princefs. 

Every  body  retired  at  midnight,  and  I  re- 
mained alone  with  Arpalifa,  and  her  bofom  friend 
Telira.  The  two  friends  were  reclined  on  a 
couch,  and  tenderly  folded  in  each  others  arms; 
the  pi  !ure  was  delightful;  I  contemplated  it  in 
filence,  and  liflened  while  they  faid  every  thing 
the  fublimeft  friendfhip  could  di  irate.  Arpalifa 
gave  me  fo  lively,  and  fo  affe-£ling,  an  impreliion 
of  her  love  for  Telira  that  I.  was  moved  even  to 
tears. 

I  could  not  forbear  to  teftify,  in  part,  the  ad- 
miration ce  infpired  ;  I  praifed  her  talents,  her 
knowledge,  and  introduced  the  fubje^s  of  Afr.ro- 
nomy  and  Mathematics  -,  but  Arpalifa,  with  a  tone 
of  the  utmofr.  modefty,  ftopt  me,  by  faying,  1  am 
exceedingly  vexed,  my  lord,  you  have  been  per- 
fuaded  i  employ  my  leifure  on  fubjects  fo  little  pro- 
per for  a  woman  ;  and,  were  it  true  I  had  a  tafle 
for  fuc.i  fciences,  I  would  make  it  a  law  with  my- 
felf  never  to  own  it.  Pedantry  and  affe^ation  are 
utter  Grangers  to  my  heart — And  my  pretenfions 
really  arc  very  few. 

This  uncommon  modefty  finimedher  eonquefr.. 

I  was  in  nanfports,  and   returned,  to  my  chamber 

only  to  think  of  Arpalifa.     I  pafTed  a  part  of  the 

4  night 
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night  in  writing  to  her,  find  making  ve.fcs  upon 
her.  I  ir.vcn.cd  the  moil  ingenious  and  brilliant 
feafls ;  flic  fcemed  fenfible  of  my  attentions  ;  I 
declared  my  paflion,  and  (he  owned  that,  my  power 
and  rank  out  of  the  queftion,  fhe  partook  my  paf- 
fion  :  but  by  an  infurmountable  delicacy,  fhe  ne- 
ver cou  d  refolve  to  marry  a  Genius;  for,  after  a 
while,  added  (lie,  you  might  attribute  that  to  am- 
bition which  was  the  pure  cffe.i.  of  love.  Oh,  tjat 
you  had  been  born  Ids  illufLious  1 

Such  fentiments  enchanted,  yet  drove  me  to 
defpair. 

..t  other  moments,  Arpalifa  would  vaunt  the 
mild  content  of  her  prefent  fi;uation.  I  have  no 
ambition,  faid  (he;  Friendihip  is  the  charm  of  my 
life,  Love  I  have  never  known,  and  dread  to 
know  ;  for  I  have  a  heart  too  fond,  a  fenubility 
too  delicate.  I  am  happy  and  peaceable,  and  muft 
not  flatter  you;  1  cannot  refolve  to  facrifice  fuch 
pure  and  perfecl:  content.  No,  my  lord ;  inca- 
pable of  feigning,  incapable  of  the  leafl  coquetry, 
I  would  not  give  you  deceitful  hopes  Quit  this 
Palace,  fly  me,  for  your  own  repofe — and  for 
IT,  inc. 

Love,  at  laft,  however,  was  triumphant,  and 
Arpalifa  confented  to  gu/e  me  her  hand. 

Prudina  had  rendered  me  fo  iufpicious,  I  was 
determined  not  to  wed  even  the  divine  Arpalifa, 

till 
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till  I  had  firft  heard  her  in  the  Palace  or  Truth* 
I  doubted  not  her  fmcerity,  yet  it  was  impoffible 
I  could  facrifice  to  her  the  Proof  of  my  Palace. 
I  told  her  I  could  wed  only  in  my  own  territories, 
but  took  care  not  to  mention  a  word  of  the  charm. 
She  confented  to  accompany  me,  and  only  re- 
quired Telira  fliould  go  with  her ;  for,  faid  fhe,  I 
could  not  endure  feparation  from  fo  dear  a  friend. 
We  departed,  and  foon  found  ourfelves  in  the  ave- 
nues to  my  Palace. 

The  afpect  of  this  redoubted  place  gave  me  the 
moft  lively  emotions.  I  am  going,  faid  I,  to  dif- 
cover  the  true  ftate  of  the  heart  of  her  I  love  ;  if 
fhe  be  fuch  as  I  imagine,  how  much  fhall  1  re- 
proach myfelf,  for  having  thought  the  proof  of  this 
Palace  neceiTary ;  and  if  fhe  be  not,  what  an  an- 
gelic illufion  mall  I  lofe  ! 

At  laft  we  entered  the  Palace,  and  I  carl  a  trem- 
bling-eye on  my  Princefs ;  but  what  was  my  fur- 
prife,  when  I  difcovered  the  celeftial,  the  feraphic 
Arpalifa,  was  forty-eight  years  old ;  was  loaded 
with  paint,  had  pencilled  eye- brows,  falfe  hair,  and 
a  made-up  form ;  in  fine,  that  fhe  was  bald,  red 
haired,  old,  and  crooked. 

Zumio,  who  had  come  to  meet  me,  did  not 
know  her  in  the  Palace  of  Truth  ;  and  burft  out 
a  laughing,  as  foon  as  he  beheld  a  figure  fo  ridi- 
culous>  leaning  familiarly  and  triumphantly  on  my 

arm. 
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arm.  I  was  fo  much  di (concerted  that  I  haftily 
^quitted  the  Princefs,  without  troubling  myfdf 
about  what  fhe  might  think  of  my  behaviour. 

Zumio  followed  me;  I  give  you  joy  of  your 
good  fortune,  my  lord,  faid  he  3  you  have,  indeed, 
found  out  a  moft  rare  beauty.  I  really  wonder 
how  you  could  make  fuch  a  conquefl ;  your 
choice,  however,  proves  how  fubftantial  your 
tafte  is,  and  you  never  need  fear  a  rival,  or  the 
torments  of  jealoufy. 

A  fmgle  word  deprived  Zumio  of  all  his  plea- 
fantry  ;  I  only  named  Arpalifa,  and  he  flood  con- 
founded and  aghaft. 

After  a  moment's  filence,  my  lord,  faid  he,  I 
eafily  conceive  your  chagrin  and  difguft  ;  but, 
though  the  beauty  of  this  Princefs  be  borrowed, 
though  her  complexion,  fhape,  and  flowing  hair, 
are  all  artificial,  I  yet  flatter  myfelf  we  have  not 
•been  deceived  in  her  foul,  her  understanding,  an  j 
talents  ;  and,  as  fhe  has  faid  fhe  loves  you,  I  am 
perfuaded  you  will  find  fhe  fpoke  truth. 

If  fo,  faid  I,  Zumio,  if  I  have  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  make  fuch  a  woman  love  me,  what 
will  become  of  me  ?  My  only  confolation,  my  only 
hope,  is  to  find  her  perfidious. 

An  attendant  r.ow  came  to  tell  me  the  Prin- 
cefs was  inquiring  for  me,  and  decorum  obliged 
me  to  go. 

VOL.   v.  I  I  found 
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I  found  her  alone  in  a  chamber,  and  extended 
on  a  couch ;  (he  had  a  handkerchief  and  a  fmel- 
ling  bottle,  and  as  foon  as  {he  perceived  me, 
began  to  make  the  mod  ftrange  contorfions. 

What  ails  you,  madam  ?  faid  I :  are  you  not 
well? 

She  made  no  reply,  but  continued  her  contor- 
fions,  and  I  repeated  my  queflion.  She  then  caft 
alanguifhing  look  at  me,  and  faid,  I  am  pretend- 
ing to  be  in  a  fit. 

I  fee  you  are,  replied  I. 

Well,  and  are  you  not  affected  ? 

How  can  I  avoid  it  ?  But  why  are  you  in  a  fit  ? 

Becaufe  you  left  me  fo  coldly  when  I  entered 
the  Palace  j  and  I  want  to  perfuade  you  my  fen- 
fibility  is  exceflive,  and  that  I  paffionately  love  you. 

And  do  you  really  love  me  ? 

I  !  not  the  leaft  in  the  world.    I  love  nothing. 

Here  the  Princefs,  thinking  fhe  had  fpoken  the 
moft  tender  things  poffible,  pretended  to  weep 
and  dry  her  eyes,  and  I  recovered.  Freed  from 
all  inquietude,  I  now  thought  proper  to  prolong 
a  converfation  which  diverted  me  ;  and,  taking 
.Arpalifa  by  the  hand,  You  quite  melt  me,  faid  I ; 
who  can  be  infenfible  to  fo  many  charms,  and  fo 
much  love  ? But  how  your  hand  fhakes  ! 

Yes,  faid  fhe,  'I  do  that  on  purpofe,  to  make 
you  believe  I  have  little  convulfive  motions. 

But 
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But  it  mutt  be  very  fatiguing. 
Not  in  the  Icaft,  habit  has  made  me  expert. — 
But  you    (hall   prefently   fee  fomething    more;  I 
have   not  played   half  my  tricks,  yetj  before  we 
have  done  you  fhall  fee  me  faint. 

Pray  tell  me  what  is  become  of  Telira. 
Oh,  we  have  quarrelled. 
What  already  ? 

Yes,  and  I  mean  to  perfuade  you  that  Telira 
is,  in  part,  the  caufe  of  the  fituation  in  which 
you  now  fee  me. 

Why,  what  has  paffed  between  you  ? 
Oh  !  you  never  heard  fuch  infolence  ;  (he  told 
me  I  was  deceitful,  vain,  envious,  infenfiblej 
that  my  pride  was  unmeafured,  my  ambition  in- 
fatiable.  I  replied,  I  had  never  really  loved  her; 
that  it  was  all  affectation,  and  that,  had  fhe  been 
handfomer,  and  more  amiable,  fhe  would  have 
given  me  offence;  that  I  had  not  the  leafl  re- 
gard for  her,  nor  would  make  the  leaft  facrifice  to 
ferve  her. 

It  is  inconceivable  that  this  fhould  vex  her. 
Oh  !   fhe  left  the  room  in  a  fury. 
Did  you  ever  repofe  confidence  in  her  ? 
I  never  had  confidence  in  any  perfon.     I  defire 
no  friends  but  dupes  and  flaves ;  not  but  I  have 
often  confided  my  fecrets,  but  then  it  was  merely 
through  vanity  j  and  I  always  difguifed  or  altered 
I  2  facts, 
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iads,  and  added  circumftances,  for  lies  coft  me 
nothing  when  they  would  give  me  confequerice, 
You  are  quite  adorable,  and  fo  benevolent ! 
Yes,  I  love  pomp. and  fhew  exceffively. 
.When  we  are  united,  you   fhall  difpofe  of  ail 
my  treafures.     How  many  wretches  will  you  re- 
lieve with  my  wealth ! 

Oh  !  I  will  certainly^keep  it  all  myfeif. 
.Divine  Arpalifa,  how  you  enchant  me  !  What 
an  aftonifhing  union  of  Virtue, Wit,  and  Know- 
ledge; for  it  is  in  vain  you  would  deny  you  are 
as  learned  as  beautiful ;  your  Courtiers  told  me 
all ;  they  aflured  me,  the  evening  before  we  de- 
parted, there  was  not  in  the  whole  nation  fo 
profound  a  Mathematician  as  yourfelf. 

They  are  paid  to  fay.fo,  and  are  difgraced  if 
they  do  not.  I  am  exceedingly  ignorant,  though 
I  wiih  to  be  thought  otherwife. 

How  modefl ! And  then  your  Paintings  — 

Are  everyone  done  by  Zolphir. 
And  the  charming  Symphonies 
Are  all  cotnpofed  by  Geraftus. 
You  are  really  unique  in  this  world. 
It   is   certain  no  perfon  ever  had  more  art,  or 
carried  diffimulation  farther  ;   for  I  have  impofed 
upon  the  moft  knowing  and  clear-fighted  people. 
Arpalifa,  in  pronouncing  this  phrafe,  certainly 
intended  a  moft  modeft  anfwer  5  for  .fhe  took  fo 

humble 
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humble  an  air,  with  clown  caft  eyes,  and  made 
fuch  comic  and  ridiculous  grimaces,  that  I  could 
with  difficulty  reftrain  myfelf  from  laughter. 
Her  tone  of  voice,  and  the  faces  fhe  made,  agreed 
fo  ill  with  what  (he  uttered,  and  formed  a  contrail 
fofingular  and  pleafant,  that  I  found  it  impoffible- 
to  fuftain  the  converfation  any  longer.  I  role  to 
leave  her;  (he  called  me  with  a  feeble  voice,  tel- 
ling me,  at  the  fame  time,  fhe  was  going  to  clofe 
her  eyes,  faint,  and  fall  into  dreadful  coiivulfions. 
I  got  away,  and  went  to  relate  my.  adventure  to 
the  Sylph  and  the  Philofopher. 

You  pretend,  faid  I,  to  Gelanor,  this  Palace 
can  only  give  me  pain3  .and  that  it  can  never  be 
of  ufe  to  me  while  I  am  attached- to  the  world  ; 
that,  in  a  word,  it  is  only  fit  for  one  who  is  already 
undeceived  by  reafon  -  and  freed  from  the  power 
of  the  paffions;  but  do  you  not  now  fee  its  ufe  ? 
For,  had  not  I  brought  Arpalifa  hither,  I  fhould 
have  married  a  -woman  at  once  old,,  ugly,  deceit- 
ful, ambitious,  and  wicked. 

But,  my  Lord,  replied   Gelanor,    you  might, 
ithout  fetting  foot  in    this  Palace,    have  eafily 
'  ifeen  this  woman,  nearly  as  {he  is,  had  you  been 
•  'lefs  fubject  to  take  things  on  trull,  and  had  you 
lefs  vanity.     Learn  to  fee  with  your  own  eyes, 
o  judge  from  facets,  and  not  from  the  opinions  of 
ers  j  do  not  fo  eafily  believe   it  is  impoffible, 
I  3  when 
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-  when  you  think  proper  to  acl  ;the  Lover,  you 
fhould  not  be  beloved;  and  I  may  allure  you,  that 
you  will  in  no  part  of  the  world  become  the  dupe 
cf  filch  women  as  Arpalifa. 

Do  you  think  it  no  advantage,  faid  I,  a  liule 
touched,  to  hear  a  Philofop'ner  ipeak  to  me  with 
fo  much  freedom. 

When  you  do  not  rejecl:  truth,  replied  Gelaner, 
file  will  always  approach  you ;  fhe  is  not  fhut  up 
within  thefe  Palace  walls,  but  is  omniprefent  upon 
earth,  and  is  feen  more  or  lefs  difgu  fed,  accord- 
ing to  the  weaknef?,  pride,  or  fmcerity  with  which 
{he  is  fought ;  mortal  eyes  could  not  fupport  her 
prefence  in  every  incident  of  life,  and  thus  it  is 
fhe  is  feen  in  this  Palace,  where  fhe  deftroys  all 
fweet  and  innocent  illufions,  as  well  as  d.ingerous 
errors;  fhe  here  wears  fo  favage  a  form,  fo  pitilefs, 
fo  hard,  fo  rude,  that  {he  wounds  and  difgufts  even 
when  (he  might  be  ufeful. 

Thefe  reflections  did  not  make  me  change  my 
opinion  $  experience  only  could  render  me  wife. 

I  queftioned  Zumio  what  had  pafled  in  the  Pa- 
lace during  my  abfence.  Ever  fince  your  in- 
fcription  has  been  crazed,  anfvvered  Zumio,  we 
have  had  plenty  ofvifitors;  and  the  crowd  is  now 
great ;  the  company  is  numerous,  but  the  bands 
of  fociety  are  broken;  difputes,  endlefs  quarrels,, 
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arid  grois  rudencfs  are  continually  heard.    Polite- 

is  abfolutely  baniihed,  they  rail  at  each  <• 
without  art  or  indulgence;  they  cannot  calumniate, 
but  the  moil:  biting  rancour  makes  them  amends  ; 
they  hate  openly,  exclaim,  (cold,  and  continue 
an  eternal  uproar,  of  which  you  can  form  no 
idea. 

And  how  do  the  women  behave  ? 

More  ridiculous,  in  general,  than  the  men  ;  the 
flighteft  fubjects  engender  mortal  hatred,  and  they 
difcover  falfcfhood  fo  meditated,  and  artifices  often 
fo  puerile,  as  fcarcely  to  be  credited.  One  tells 
us  fhe  hopes  we  fhall  believe  the  fight  of  a  Spicier 
makes  her  ill ;  another,  that  fhe  is  going  -to  make 
us  imagine  fhe  (hall  fall  into  hyfterics  at  the  fight 
of  a  Cat;  and  even  when  they  have  no  particular 
views  to  anfwcr,  fome  will  prac-tife  deceit,  for  fo 
they  think  they  do,  merely  for  amufement :  but, 
continued  Zumio,  coquets  are  moft  of  all  difguft- 
ing,  for  they  difcover  fo  much  effrontery,  fenti- 
ments  fo  perverfe,  tricks  fj  abfurd,  fo 

What,  interrupted  I,  has  not  one  virtuous  wo- 
man entered  the  Palace  ? 

Pardon  me,  my  Lord,  there  is  one. 

Zumio  ftopt,  and  feemed  embarrafTed.     What . 
is  the    matter,    Zumio,   faid   I,  what   ails  you? 
Speak,  I  infift  upon  it. 

14  I  am 
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I  am  in  Jove,  and  am  mortally  afraid  you  mould 
become  my  Rival. 

And  would  you  not  facrifice  your  Love  to  me  ?' 

No,  indeed. 

No  !  You,  who  have  aflured  me  there  is  rio- 
facrince  you  would- not  make  to  fecure  my  hap- 
pinefs  ! 

I  exaggerated  greatly.  I'arn  much' attached  to 
you,  but  I  fhould  not  heiitate  to  deceive  you  for 
Rcfamor.J. 

The  confeflion  is  expreilive  and  r-afllonate-.- 
And  Roramond  is  very  charming. 

There  is  not  her  equal  in  the  univerfe;  her 
heart  is  honeft  and  unpolluted,  and  dtferving  the 
love  of  a  Sylph. 

.And  you  love  her  ? 

The  purity  of  her  fentiments  pleafes  me,  and  me 
has  told  me  me  has  an  inclination  for  me. 

If  you  are  be'oved,  what  have  you  to  fear? 
For,  ftiould'  ambition, feduce  her,  fhe  will  be  ob- 
liged to  fpcak  truth,  and  cannot;  therefore,  per- 
fuade  me  I  have  the  preference. 

C>h  !  I  am  certain  of  your  heart ;  I  am  only  fear- 
ful fhe  fliould  turn  your  head,  and  that  you  then 
might  trouble  our  repofe. 

Oh  !  fear  nothing,  Zumio,  I  am  no  tyrant ;  be- 
fides,  I  do  not  wifh  to  become  your  Rival  j  and  I 
protelt  I  can  converfe  v^irhout  trouble  or  danger, 

howeyer 
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however  charming  (he  may  be,  fo  long  as  you  (hail 
have  her  affe&ions. 

Since  you  are  refolved  to  fee  her,  let  me  go  firfl 
and  fpeak  to  her. 

Why  fo  ? 

Becaufe 

Nay,  anfwer. 

Becaufe  i  wifh  to  prejudice  her  againfr.  you,  by 
telling  her  your  faults. 

You  are  very  obliging,,  but  I  will  not  give  you 
that  trouble ;  tell  me,  only,  if  fhe  knows  the  efFe6t- 
of  the  Palace. 

Undoubtedly ;  fhe  has  been  here  thefe  fix 
weeks,  and  it  is  fcarcely  poflible  to  live  in  it  two 
dzys,  wkhout  finding  that  out. 

.  Followed  by  the  forrowful  and  jealous  Zumio, 
I  went  to  find  Rofamond,  but  met  Arpaliia.  As 
foon  as  fhe  faw  me,  my  Lord,  cried  fhe,  what  kind 
of  a  place  is  this  you  have  brought  me  to  ?  What 
ftrange  people  are  afTernbled  in  this  Palace  ?  I 
went  into  the  Saloonr  for  a  moment,  and  there  I 
found  the  very  worft  kind  of  company;  women 
fo  xTrupid,  men  fo  coxcomical. — Such  rudenefs  ! 

1  never  beheld   fuch  manners;  if  you  knew 

the  infolence  I  have   been  offered 1    was  ia 

defpair  to  fee  every  one  admiring  a  young  Lady 

they  call  Rofamond.     I  endeavoured  to  diflemble 

my   vexation,    but  could,  not  j    and   fo  I  called, 

I  5  aloud, 
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aloud,  Gentlemen,  come  here,  look  at  me,   thi  nk 
of  me,  pay  your  addrefies  to  me,  and   leave  that 
young  beauty,  whom  I  deteft,  fmce  fhe  pleafes 
and  attracts  all  the  men. 

Nofooner  had  I  addreffcd  them  thus  than  they 
all  burft  out  a  laughing,  and  hooted,  and  mocked, 
as  if  I  had  faid  the  moft  ridiculous  thing  m  the 
world  ;  I  then  told  them  I  was  the  Queen  of  the 
Palace,  and  that  to-morrow  I  fhould  be  your  Bride; 
on  which  their  hue  and  cry  began  again,  and  they 
were  infolent  enough  to  call  me  old  mad  woman. 

Give  me  vengeance,  my  Lord,  and  drive  this 

Rofamond  from  the  Palace. 

Then  fhe  has  particularly  offended  you  ? 
She  is  the  only  one  who  offered  me  no  infult, 
but  my  hatred  is  not  the  lefs  ftrong ;  fhe  obtained 
new  praifes  for  her  mildnefs  and  modefty,  and  be- 
iides  fhe  is  fo  beautiful. — !  have  endeavoured  to 
defame  her  as  much  as  poffible  before  you  -9  there-? 
fore,  tell  me,  my  Lord,  whether  what  I  have  faid 
to  you  has  made  any  impreflion  upon  you. 

A  very  ftrong  one,  I  afiure  you ;  and  I  will  go 
and  feek  Rofamond,  immediately,  to  tell  her  what 
I  think  of  your  juftice  and  moderation. 

Go  not  near  her,  my  Lord,  fhe  will  feduce  you. 
Pray  be  calm.    Zumio,  conduct  the  Princefs  to 
her  apartment. 

So 
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So  faying,  I  waited  not  for  an  anfwer,  but  flew 
to  find  Rofamond,  who  was,  in  fa<5t,  what  love  and 
envy  had  painted  her;  her  beauty  was  angelic, 
and  her  modefty  and  underfranding  wonderful. 
I  looked,  liftened,  and  envied  the  happinefs  of 
Zumio;  but  as,  thanks  to  the  Box  which  the 
King  of  the  Genii  had  given  me,  I  could  dif- 
femble  my  thoughts,  I  did  not  inform  Rofamond 
of  the  ftrong  impreilion  (he  made  upon  my  heart ; 
I  contented  myfelf  with  only  reading  her's ;  fhe 
told  me  fhe  was  neither  coquetifh  not  inconftant ; 
that  Zumio  was  the  firft  object  fhe  had  loved  ;  that 
fhe  had  not  any  violent  paffion  for  him  at  pre- 
fent,  but  that  fhe  felt  her  love  would  foon  equal 
Zumio's. 

I  quitted  Rofamond,  enchanted  by  her  beauty, 
wit,  and  character.  In  the  evening  I  was  out  of 
temper,  and  e/pecially  with  Zumio;  he  complained; 
I  became  more  vexed,  and  drove  him  from  my 
prefence,  but  called  him  back,  a  moment  after,  not 
to  do  him  juftice,  but  to  prevent  his  being  with 
Rofamond  ;  I  felt  my  own  tyranny,  which  Love 
would  not  of  itfelf  have  produced  ;  but  Zumio 
aggravated  me,  by  the  rudenefs  and  feverity  of  his 
cxpreffions  and  reproaches. 

The   Sage  Gelanor    in    vain  endeavoured    to 

make  peace  between  us ;  alas,  faid  he,  were  you 

not   in  this  Palace,  and    other  wife    in  the  fame 

I  6  fituation, 


1-80  THE  TALES  OF  THE  CASTLE, 
fiaiation,  Zumio  would  difguife  his  injurious  fears 
and  exceffive  refentment,  and  appear  mild  and  mo-- 
derate, and  you  would  then  be  equitable  and  ge- 
nerous. Remember,  my  Lord,  he  is  forced  to- 
fpeak  what  he  thinks  ;  remember  he  is  under  the 
dominion  of  love  and  anger,  and  that  to-morrow 
he  will  not  think  as  he  does  to  day. 

Do- you  not  fee,  exclaimed  Zumio,  that  Phanor 
only  wants  a  pretext  to  banifh  me  the  Palace, 
that  he  may  drive  me  from  Rofamond  ;  for  do 
not  fuppofe  that  he,  like  us,  is  obliged  to  fpeak 
what  he  thinks  ;  his  art  preferves  him  from  any 
iiich  necefiity  :  he  will  not  own  it,  becaufehe  is  na- 
turally fufpicious  ;  but  I  have  found  him  out  in- 
more  than  twenty  falfehcod  :.  thus  while  he  reads 
our  fecrets,  in  fpite  of-"  ourfelves,  his  own  are 
locked  up.  What  cowardice !  What  unworthy 
meannefs  ! 

This-  reproach,  which-I  but  too  much  merited, 
drove  me  fb-  furious  that,  had  it  not  been  for  Ge- 
lanor,  I  fhould  certainly  have  committed  fome 
fatal  crime.  Stop,  madam,  cried  the  Philofopher, 
Hop,  complete  not  you  dishonour  by  avenging 
yourfeif  on  a  defencelefs  Rival. 

The  authoritative  voice  of  virtue  brought  me  to 
rnyfelf;  but  Gelanor  could  not  convince  me  of  my 
error  without  vexing  me ;  I  left  him,  haftily,  and 
and  (hut  myfelf  in  my  own  apartment,  that  I 

might 
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might  indulge,  without  conftraint,  why  chagrin 
and  ill-humour. 

I  became  gloomy,  impatient,  morofe,  fled  focie- 
ty,  wandered  mournfully  in  my  Palace,  and  fought 
for  Rofamond,  againft  my  will ;  (he  avoided  me, 
when  I  endeavoured  to  approach  her ;  I  few  fo 
much'  perplexity  and  '  difdain  in  her  countenance 
that  I  durft  not  fpeak. 

I  found  her,  one  evening,  atone  in  the  garden, 
fitting  in  a  Bower,  plunged  in  a  deep  revery.  I 
advanced,  and,  perceiving  fhe  had  been  weeping,. 
I  afked  her  the  caufe  of  her  inquietude  ?  She 
flghed  ;  Zumio,  replied  fhe,  has  jufl  left  me  ;  I 
faw  he  was  difiatisfied  with  me,,  and  that  afflicts 
rne. 

Diflatisfied  !  &id  T,  with  extreme  pleafu re, 
\vhy  ? 

Rofamond  made  me   no  anfwer,  except  by  a 
look  of  indignation.  In  vain  did  I  prefs  and  quef- 
tion  her  ;  fhe  was  obftinately  filent ;  hope  entered 
my  heart  5  Zumio  was  diflatisfied,  Rofamond  durft 
not  fpeak  3  I  imagined  fhe  read  my  heart  and  was 
aftedted;  all  my  refolutions,  all   the  obligations  I 
had  to  Zumio's  attachment  were  forgotten.      I 
fell  at  her  feet,  and  declared  my  love   in  the  m oft 
pafllonate  terms.     I  could  obtain   no  anfwer,  but 
neither  could  I  obferve  the  colouring  of  anger  on 
the  beauteous- cheeks  of  Rofamond  5  on  the  con- 
trary, 
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trary,  I  thought  her  eyes  fpoke  fatisfa&ion.  I 
again  folicited  an  anfwer,  with  frefh  ardour  ;  Ro- 
famond,  ftill  mute,  made  a  motion  as  if  to  rife  and 
fly  me.  I,  fearing  to  difpleafe,  would  not  con^ 
ftrain,  and,  therefore,  left  her. 

Full  of  hope,  or,  rather,  not  doubtina  my  hap- 
pinefs,  I  fought  for  folitude  to  think  on  Rofamond. 
I  had  walked  thus  two  hours  when  Zumio  fudden- 
]y  appeared,  animated  by  the  moft  violent  rage. 
So,  perfidious  Spirit,  cried -he,  you  have  feduced 
Rofamond.  I  have  obferved,  for  feme  days  pafr, 
her  filence  and  thoughtfulnefs,  and,  at  laft,  the  die 
is  caft ;  fhe  has  declared  £he  loves  me  no  longer, 
but  that  fhe  adores  you. 

Zumio  !  What  is  it  you  tell  me  !  Deareft  Zu- 
mio !  I  am  forry  for  you. But  oh!  be  gene- 
rous enough  to  facrifice  your  Love. 

I  am  obliged  to  facrifice  it,  but,  at  the  fame 
time,  my  friendfhip  for  you  is  gone. 

Nay,  Zumio  — 

You  merit  not  a  friend  j  nor  will  I  ever  forget 
or  forgive  treachery  fo  black. 

I  have  not  been  guilty  of  treachery,  Zumio,  for 
you  never  confided  in  me.  You  fufpecled  me  be- 
fore I  thought  of  Rofamond  ;  had  it  not  been  for 
your  unjuft  jealoufy,  your  injurious  reproaches 
and  paflions,  Phanor  had  never  been  your  Rival ; 
but  you  infulted,  vexed,  aggravated,  and  fo  highly 

offended 
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offended  me  that,  for  a  moment,  I  forgof~our 
friendfhip,  I  have  been  weak,  but  not  perfidi- 
ous; beiidcs,  in  robbing  you  of  Rofamond's 
heart,  I  have  broken  no  facred  engagements  ;  flic 
had  not  promifed  to  give  you  her  hand.  Hope 
was  all  {he  had  granted.  Triumph,  then,  dear 
Zu;nio,  over  your  refentment,  and  make  not  my 
wrongs  greater  than  they  are.  Rofamond  is  changed, 
forget  her,  and  do  not  interrupt  my  happinefs  by 
complaints  which  fo  much  afHicT:  me. 

Having  thus  fpoken,  I  approached  Zumio  to 
embrace  him ;  but  he  repelled  me  with  detefta- 
tion.  /  abhor  yon^  faid  he,  and  immediately  dif- 
appeared. 

My  furprize  was  extreme  ;  I  was  happy,  I  ex- 
cufed  his  anger,  and  without  troubling  myfelf 
more  about  it,  flew  to  find  Rofamond.  She  re- 
ceived me,  at  firft,  with  great  perplexity;  but  how 
great,  how  exceiiive  was  my  joy,  v.hen  {he  blufh- 
ing  owned  fhe  loved  me,  and  me  only ;  that  {he 
had  never  felt  for  Zumio  more  than  an  emotion 
of  preference,  but  that  {he  had  a  real  paffion  for 
me. 

What,  cried  I,  do  you  love  me  for  myfelf?  Are 
you  certain  ambition  has  no 

How  could  you  dare  think  it,  interrupted  Ro- 
famond ;  banim.  fuch  fufpicions,  my  Lord,  they 
are  infults.  I  never  had  other  ambition  than 

that 
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that  of  pleafing  you  ;  and,  if  you  had   no  Palace 
but  a  cottage  to  offer  me,  I  mould  prefer  you  to  a/I 
the  Kings  and  Genii  of  the  univerfe. 

Imagine  the  tranfportsl  muft  receive  at  hearing 
an  anfwer  like  this,  in  the  Palace  of  Truth. 
How  much  did  I  congratulate  my fe If  on  the  pof- 
feffiorrof  this' Palace,  which  procured  me  happi- 
nefs  fo-pure  !  for,  faid  I,  could  I  have  perfuaded 
myfelf  any  where  elfe,  there  was1  nothing  exagge- 
rated in  fuch  a  reply  ? 

I  tore  myfelf  from  Rofamondy  only  to  give  or- 
ders for  the  nuptials,  which  were  to  be  celebrated' 
on  the  morrow.  The  news  foon  refounded' 
through  the  Palace.  As  for  Arpalifa,  me  had 
know:*  the  Charm  above  a  fortnight,  and  had 
fhut  herfelf  up  in  her  apartment,  there  to  hide 
from  all  eyes  her  fury  and  her  fliame 3  -and  there 
to  wait,  as  me  did,  with  inexpreiiible  impatience, 
the  expiration  of  the  three  months  which  me- 
was  obliged  to  remain  in  this  enchanted  Palace. 
Zumio,  become  my  enemy,  was  with  her;  for 
rny  own  part,  being  totally  occupied  about  Ro- 
fomand,  I  was  neither  in  a  fituation  to  repent  a 
wrong,  nor  feel  the  misfortune  of  being  juftly 
hated. 

How  long  did  the  night  appear  !  The  torch  of 
Hymen  was  not  to  burn  for  me  till  day,  and  therr 
I  was  to  wed  the  moft  beautiful  and  lovely  lady 

upon 
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earth.  Certain  of  her  virtue,  the  goodnefs 
of  her  difpofition,  the  purity  of  her  mind;  fure  of 
being  paffionately  beloved,  I  again  found  that 
blifs  which,  for  a  moment,.  Angdia  taught  me  to 
tafte.  Rcfamond,  lefs  lively,  lefs  poignant  than 
Agelia,  had  neither  her  caprices  nor  fingularities,. 
but  feemed  to  promife  more  folid  and  lafting  hap- 
pinefs. 

No  fooner  were  the  firfl  rays  of  Aurora  feen 
than  I,  unable  to  reftrain  my  impatience,  rofe 
and  flew  to  Rofamond's  apartment,,  I  took  a 
bafket  gamimed  with  flov/ers  and  precious  flones, 
into  which  I  put  a  billet  which  I  was  defirous  fhe 
fhould  receive  when  (he  awaked;  and  I  entered 
her  chamber,  without  either  being  feen  or  heard  ;.. 
Rofamond  was  afleep  ;  and,  after  having  placed 
the  bafket  at  her  feet,  I  ftopt  a  moment  to  confi- 
der  her  beauties. 

I  was  about  to  retire,  when  chance  dire&edmy 
eyes  to  a  table  which  flood  by.  her  bed.- fide ;  but 
what  was  my  ftupefaclionr  when  I  beheld,  upon 
that  table,  the  Box,  the  Talifman,  which  the  So- 
vereign of  the  Genii  had  given  me,  to  preferve  me 
from  the  magic  of  the  Palace  of  '1  ruth. 

I  thought  myfelf  deceived,  at  firlt,  by  an  acci- 
dental refemblance,  for,  fearching  in  my  pocket,  I 
there  found  a  box ;  I  again  recovered  my  breath, 
took  confidence,  examined  carefully,  and  fuppofed 

that 
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that  I  found  in  my  pocket  was  the  true  one. 
Taking  up  the  other,  however,  which  lay  on  the 
taKe,  for  farther  conviction,  I  could  no  longer 
doubt  my  misfortune.  I  perfectly  faw,  by  com- 
paring them  together,  that  Rofamond's  was  the 
Talifman,  and  that  the  other  was  only  an  imi- 
tation. 

Confounded  and  defpairing,  I  could  form  no 
probable  conjecture  concerning  this  adventure, 
but  took  the  Talifman,  put  the  counterfeit  on  the 
table,  again  fnatched  up  my  bafket,  in  order  to 
evade  fufpicion,  and  filentiy  retired. 

I  will  not  attempt  to  defcribe  my  rage  and 
grief.  I  knew  not  how  or  when  Rolamond  had 
procured  my  Ta'ifman,  but  it  was  evident  there 
was  treachery  at  the  bottom.  So  then  !  cried  I,. 
all  the  pov/er  of  magic  is  unable  to  cope  with  the 
perfidy  of  women ;  even  here,  in  ttyis  Palace,  wo- 
men can  find  means  to  deceive. 

As  foon  as  Rofamond  was  up,  I  went  to  her  ; 
my  agitation  was  extreme ;  {truck  with  the  alte- 
ration flie  faw  in  my  countenance,  fhe  afked  me 
the  occafion  of  it  with  anxiety. 

I  have  made  fome  melancholy  reflections,  faid  I ; 
and  am  obliged  to  own  I  am  jealous  of  Zumio. 

You  are  unjuft,  then,  and  do  me  wrong. 

Thefe  few  words  tranfported  me,  and  had 

almoit 
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almoft  rendered  me  all  my  happinefs  back,  when 
Rofamond  was  continued. 

You  may  depend  on  my  fidelity  j  my  virtue  is 
real,  and  not  to  be  fhaken ;  you  are  going  to  be- 
come my  hulband,  and  I  would  prefer  death  to  the 
infamy  of  betraying  you.  I  made  no  promife  to 
Zumio,  commit  no  crime  in  renouncing  him,  and 
only  facrifice  Love  to  Ambition. 

Heavens  !  cried  I,  what  have  you  uttered  ? 

Wherefore  this  tranfport,  faid  the  aftonifhed 
Rofamond,  do  you  not  believe  I  love  you  ? 

Ought  I  to  believe  fo  ? 

Alas  !  no,  I  do  not  love  you,  I  love  Zumio; 
but  my  virtue  might  eafily  triumph  over  that  in- 
clination, for  I  will  fee  Zumio  no  more,  but 
attach  myfelf  to  you;  gratitude  and  duty  are  all- 
powerful  over  my  heart ;  you  are  vain,  I  am  vir- 
tuous, and  I  can  eafily  perfuade  you  I  dearly  love 
you. 

I  could  contain  myfelf  no  longer ;  my  rage 
broke  forth,  and  I  (hewed  Rofamond  I  had  again 
recovered  the  Talifman  fhe  had  purloined. 

Oh  !  cried  fhe,  Zumio  is  revenged  of  an  am- 
bitious miftrefs  and  a  perfidious  friend,  and  heaven 
is  juft.  Yes,  my  lord,  ambition  feduced  my  foul ; 
informed  of  your  paffion  by  Zumio,  I  regretted 
the  rank  and  power  which  fuch  a  marriage  would 
confer  on  your  confortj  Zumio,  enraged,  over- 
whelmed 
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whelmed  me  with  reproaches,  and   irritated  me  j 
I  commanded  him   to  leave  me  j  you   foon  after 
appeared,  and,    unwilling  you   fhould  know  my 
thoughts,  I  determined  to    be  filentj  fcarce  had 
you  quitted  me,  ere  I  faw,  mining  among  the  greea 
herbs,  the  fatal  Talifman,  which,  in  all  likelihood,. 
had  fallen  out  of  your  pocket  when  you  fo  paf- 
fionately  threw   yourfelf  at   my  feet ;  by  a  very- 
fingular  chance,   I  happened  to  poilefs  a  box  of 
rock  cryftal,  very  like  your  Talifman,  and  at  firft 
I  thought  it  was  my  own  box ;  but,  examining  fur- 
ther, I  difcovered  the  myftic  chara&ers  which  are 
engraved  upon  the  lid  j  I  then  no  longer  doubted 
it  was  a.  Talifman.     Zumio  had  told  me  the  en- 
chantment of-  the  Palace  had  no  eftecl;  on  you  j  and 
I  guefied  that  this  box  was  the  prefervative  which 
might,    perhaps,    guard  you  from  the  effects  of. 
this  dangerous  Charm ;  I  immediately  ran  to  my. 
chamber,  fought  for,  and  found  my  own  box,  and,, 
with. a  diamond's  point,  traced,  and  perfectly. imi- 
tated the    myfterious    cyphers..    This    operation 
over,    Zumio  came,  and.  on  him  I  fir  ft  tried  the 
vir>tue  of,  your  Talifman ;  I  told  him  I  did  not 
love  him,  and  found  the  box  g-we  me   the  capa- 
bility  of  difguifmg    my    thoughts r     Zumio  left 
me  in  defpair ;  I  went  to  find  and  met  you.     I 
had  but  one  fear,  which  was,  that  you  had  dif-* 
covered  my  theft,  ,though  fcarcely  two  hours  had 

palled 
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pafled  fince  it  had  happened  ;  but  foon  found  you 
had  not.  While  you  exprefled  your  tranfports,  I 
adroitly  dipt  my  cryftal  box  into  your  pocket,  and 
1cept  yours.  I  knew  the  cheat  muft  in  time  be 
difcovered,  if  we  remained  here,  bat  I  flattered  my- 
felf  I  fhould  eafily  prevail  on  you  to  quickly  quit 
this  Palace.  I  had  been  tempted  by  opportunity, 
fpurred  on  by  ambition,  and  wanted  time  to  make 
all  the  necefTary  reflexions  which  fhould  have  de- 
terred me  from  this  enterprise. 

You  now  know  all,  my  lord.  I  reproach  my- 
felf  for  having  deceived  you  ;  I  reproach  myfelf 
more  for  having  facrificed  Zumio :  but  I  have 
difcovered  no  malice,  have  notdebafed  myfelf;  and, 
though  deprived  of  the  Talifman,  and  obliged  to 
fpeak  truth,  I  ftill  can  fay  I  love  virtue;  and 
that 'I  never  fhould  have  violated  its  facred  :duties, 
had  my  artifice  fucceeded,  and  had  I  become 
yours. 

Forced  thus  to  efteem  the  ambitious  Rofa- 
mond ;  penetrated  with  regret,  overwhelmed 
with  defpair,  and  more  in  love  than  ever,  I  caft 
myielf  at  her  feet.  Oh,  Rofamond  !  cried  I,  it 
it  impofTible  for  me  to  vanquiih.  the  paffion  you 
cannot  participate  ;  1  am  not  beloved  :  but  deign, 
at  leaft,  to  give  me  t'le  right  ever  to  love  you; 
deign  ftill  to  reign  in  this  ijalace;  let  Hymen  for 

ever 
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ever  unite  your  deftiny  to  mine.    Behold  me  ready 
to  conduct  you  to  the  altar  ;  oh,  come — * 

My  lords  replied  Rofamond,  my  character  is  not 
heroic,  neither  is  my  foul  mean ;  in  wedding  for 
ambition  I  would  have  done  my  duty,  and  made 
you  happy  :  I  have  no  longer  that  hope,  and  I  re- 
nounce you. 

I  admired  this  eftimable  delicacy  of  Rofamond, 
and  vainly  eflayed  to  vanquifh  it  ;  fhe  perfifted 
•in  her  refufal;  again  faw  Zumio;  told  him  all 
that  had  patted  ;  took  the  refolution,  the  feme  day, 
to  quit  the  Palace  of  Truth,  and  Zumio  declared 
he  was  determined  to  follow  her.  I  flatter  myfelf, 
added  he,  that  when  we  have  left  this  accurfed  Pa- 
lace, Rofamond  may  perfuade  me  ihe  has  only 
been  guilty  of  a  light  wrong  towards  me,  the  re- 
membrance of  which  I  ought  to  lofe.  Adieu,  my 
lord  !  and  everlaftingly,  if  you  remain  here,  for  I 
vow  never  to  return. 

What,  Zumio,  will-you  abandon  me  ? 
I  no  longer  hate,  fince  Rofamond  no  longer 
loves  you;  but  my  refentment  againft  you  is  ftill 
ftrong  :  were  I  able  to  conceal  it,  as  I  have  fliii 
much  attachment  for  you  in  my  heart,  and  like- 
wife  much  companion,  I  might  be  capable  to 
confole  you,  and.  excite  your  gratitude  and  ad-. 
miration,  by  facrificing  a  woman,  who,  it  muft  be 

owned, 
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owned,  would  have  facrificed  me ;  but  you  read 
my  heart ;  I  can  difguife  nothing,  it  id  not  poffible 
to  ihew  myfelf  more  generous,  or  lefs  vindictive, 
than  I  really  am  ;  befides,  fhould  I  hereafter  re- 
pent having  made  fuch  a  facrifice,  you  would  in- 
ftantly  know  it,  and  I  fhould  lofe  its  fruits ;  there- 
fore, adieu,  my  lord  ;  and,  if  you  wi(h  to  preferve 
my  friends,  take  my  advice,  and  chufe  another  ha- 
bitation. 

Zumio  left  me.  I  had  the  bitter  grief  to  fee 
him  depart  with  Rofamond,  and,  on  this  fatal  day, 
to  lofe  both  my  miftrefs  and  my  friend. 

Gelanor  {raid  ;  curiofity  retained  him  in  a  place 
which  furniflied  a  Philofopher  with  fo  many  fubjech 
for  reflection.  Touched  to  fee  my  profound  grief, 
he  prefled  me  to  abandon  my  Palace.  No,  Gela- 
nor, faid  J,  no ;  here  will  I  flay,  till  I  have  found 
an  amiable  woman  of  virtue  and  fenfibility,  who 
may  recompenfe  me  for  all  the  evils  love  has 
brought  upon  me. 

.One  day,  while  I  was  walking  in  a  grove  of 
myrtles  and  orange  trees,  Gelanor  came  to  feek 
me.  Here  are  two  guefts,  faid  he,  a  man  and  a 
woman,  of  a  delightful  form,  who  have,  unthink- 
ingly, entered  the  Palace,  and  are  exceedingly 
affli&ed  to  learn  they  are  obliged  to  remain  here 
three  months  ;  they  are  confulting  together,  and 
I  believe,  mean  to  afk  your  permillion  to  be 
i  married 
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-married  here ;  but,  in  all  likelihood,  a  quarter  of 
an  hour's  converfation  will  rob  them  of  that  wifh, 
for  no  more  time  is  neceffary  in  this  Palace,  to  make 
the  moft  tender  lovers  fall  out. 

As  Gelanor  fpoke,  we  perceived  the  young  man 
coming ;  I  approached  him,  and  afked  if  he  (rill 
perfifled  in  his  refolution  to  marry  his  miftrefs? 

Yes,  my  lord,  replied  he,  and  that  refolution  is 
lefs  liable  to  fail,  becaufe  it  is  not  infpired  by  love. 

How  !  are  you  not  thew  in  love  ? 

No,  my  lord.  I  once  was  paffionately  in  love 
with  this  far.e  lady,  as  (he  was  with  me;  but  an 
extraordinary  accident  tore  my  miftrefs  from  me, 
only  to  perfecute  her  ;  this  I  knew,  but  knew  not 
into  what  part  of  the  world  {he  was  carried.  Love 
obliged  me  to  go  in  fearch  of  her,  and  I  left  my 
country,  vowing  -never  to  return  till  I  had  found 
her  whom  I  adored.  My  -travels  laded  more  than 
three  years;  Love  followed,  or  rather  guided  my 
path,  for  the  firfl  year ;  but  the  way,  at  length, 
became  too  wearifome  for  him,  and  he  left  me ;  I, 
however,  did  without  him,  and  continued  my 
route  ;  but  I  foon  travelled  flower,  and  flopped 
oftener,  till,  at  lad,  I  ftopt  too  long,  and  became 
faithlefs. 

Honour  and  friendmip  brought  my  vows  to 
recoiled  k>:i  again.  I  continued  my  travel?,  and 
found  the  woaian  I  had  fo  paffionately  loved,  but 

who 
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who  now  was  no  more  than  a  dear  and  intereft- 
ino;  friend.  She  was  deeply  affe&ed  by  all  I  had 
done  for  her;  incapable  of  deceiving  me,  fhe 
confefled  (he  no  longer  had  the  power  of  partici- 
pating that  love  fhe  fuppofed  fhe  infpired;  for  that, 
during  fo  long  an  abfence,  another  object  had 
poHerTed  her  heart.  At  prefent,  added  fhe,  I  am 
free,  and  feel  I  am  never  more  liable  to  the  fe- 
duciions  of  love  j  let  fmcerity,  Oh  Nadir !  be 
thought  the  beft  proof  of  my  gratitude ;  and  if, 
after  this  confeilion,  you  love  me  ftill,  to  you  I 
am  ready  to  devote  my  life ;  you  have  loft  a  paf- 
fionate  Miftrefs,  but  you  will  find  a  faithful 
wife,  and  a  moil  tender  Friend. 

Her  candour  enchanted  me,  and  I,  in  my  turn, 
ceafed  to  difiemble ;  I  opened  my  heart  to  this 
generou?,  amiable  friend ;  prefTed  her  to  unite 
her  deftiny  to  mine,  and  obtained  the  promife  of 
her  hand,  when  we  fhould  arrive  in  our  own 
country'. 

We  immediately  departed,  and,  in  about  a 
month,  approached  the  loved  land  that  gave  us 
birth,  when,  happening  to  fee  this  magnificent 
Palace,  curiofity  invited  us  to  enter  ',  but,  fince 
we  are  obliged  to  pafs  three  months  here,  let  me 
conjure  you,  my  lord,  to  permit  us  here  to  be 
for  ever  united. 

I  confent,  faid  I,  if  your  Miftrefs  defire  it. 
v  o  L.  v.  K  Here 
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Here  fhe  comes,  my  lord,  condefcend  to  afk 
her. 

I  turned  my  head,  and  faw  the  lady  approach 
— —  I  fhivered,  my  heart  beat  violently,  1  ftart- 

ed  to  meet  her Heavens  !  cried  I,  it  is  Agelia 

1  was  not  deceived,  it  was  me  herfelf;  fur- 
prize,  confufion,  feelings  unaccountable,  mixed 
with  grief,  vexation,  and  joy ;  emotions  all  vio- 
lent and  diverfe,  rendered  me  immoveable,  Agelia 
was  filent  for  a  moment,  then  laughed  aloud  ; 
and  fo,  my  lord,  faid  me,  you  are  incorrigible 
For  I  now  know  the  virtue  of  your  Palace 

What,  and  is  this  the  fruit  of  all  my  lef- 

fons  and  advice  ? 

I  could  not  fupport  this  pleafantry,  and,  efpeci- 
ally,  the  gay  and  unconcerned  air  with  which 
Agelia  fpoke;  diftra&ed,  defpairing,  I  made  no 
reply,  but  precipitately  retired,  to  conceal  feel- 
ings which  it  was  impoffible  to  diflemble.  I  never, 
hitherto,  had  really  loved  any  but  Agelia;  and 
this  paiTion,  which  was  fo  true  and  fo  ftrong, 
was  inftantly  re-kindled  j  I  faw  her  again,  found 
her  more  amiable,  more  charming  than  ever ;  her 
manners  were  fo  natural,  and  her  mind  fo  can- 
did, that,  even  in  the  Palace  of  Truth,  fhe  loft 
nothing  of  her  allurements  and  graces. 

Nadir  was  no  longer  in  love  with  her ;  Agelia 
felt  only  friendfhip  for  him  j  Hope  again  feduced 

me. 
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me;  I  fpoke  to,  I  conjured  Agelia  to  prefer  me 
to  the  indifferent  Nadir ;  recoiled,  faid  I,  he  no 
longer  loves,  and  that  I  adore  you  to  diftraftion. 

My  Lord,  replied  Agelia,  love  foon  pafTes  away, 
but  the  remembrance  of  actions  remains,  am 
this  it  is  which  makes  attachments  durable,  i 
might  forget  the  love  of  Nadir,  but  never  that 
he  has  been  three  years  an  exile  from  his  native 
land ;  that  he  has  three  years  traverfed  the  uni- 
verfe  to  feek  and  affift  me. 

And  will  you  have  the  barbarity  to  efpoufe 
Nadir  before  my  eyes,  and  reduce  me  to 
defpair  ? 

Such  defpair  is  but  the  caprice  of  a  moment. 
Can  you  ferioufly  afk  me  to  facrifice  fo  faithful, 

fo  generous  a  friend  ? You  who  had  not  the 

trifling  merit  (trifling,  becaufe  it  is  involuntary) 
to  regret,  for  any  reafonable  fpace  of  time,  the 
miftrefs  whom  you  had  loft  by  your  own  fault  $ 
the  inhabitants  of  this  Palace  are  not  remarkable 
for  their  taciturnity;  I  have  queftioned  them,  and, 
you  may  well  fuppofe,  know  the  anecdotes  of  Ar- 
palifa  and  Rofamond ;  fpeak  not,  then,  to  me,  of 
a  paffion  I  no  longer  feel.  Open  your  eyes,  my 
lord ;  you  are  born  virtuous  and  amiable ;  but, 
while  you  preferve  this  injurious  fufpicion  and 
imprudent  curioiky,  ..which  characterize  you  at 
prefent,  you  neither  can  know  repofe  nor  happinefs. 
K  2  Think 
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Think  what  this  fatal  infatuation  of  wifhing  to 
penetrate  the  fecrets  of  the  heart  you  love 
has  already  cofl  you  :  without  mentioning  myfelf, 
remember  Rofamond,  who  was  charming,  fincere, 
virtuous,  fenfible  of  benefits,  capable  of  gratitude, 
and,  in  any  other  place  but  this,  of  making  you 
perfectly  happy.  Remember  the  amiable  little 
Zumio,  who  fo  fmcerely  loved  you,  and  whom 
you  drove  from  you.  Oh  ceafe,  my  lord,  to  wifh 
thus  to  deftroy  neceflary  illufions ;  abandon  this 
fatal  Palace,  or  for  ever  renounce  fnendfhip, 
Jove,  fociety,  and,  in  &&,  all  the  fentiments  and 
pleafures  which  render  life  fweet  and  agreeable. 

This  difcourfe  made  the  more  imprefHon  on 
my  mind,  becaufe  Agelia,  with  firmnefs  not  to 
be  fhaken,  perfifted  in  her  refolution  to  wed 
Nadir.  Unable  to  fupport  the  cruel  fight,  I 
came,  at  length,  to  a  determination  ;  and  wifhing, 
at  leaft,  to  gain  the  efteem  of  Agelia,  heaped  be- 
nefits on  Nadir ;  left  the  Palace,  and  promifed 
her  that  neither  fufpicion,  curiofity,  or  jea- 
loufy,  fhould  ever  bring  me  thither  again. 

You  had  better,  replied  Agelia,  promife  that 
neither  thofe  paflions  nor  any  other  caufe  fhall 
ever  bring  you  here  again. 

That  I  cannot,  anfwered  I ;  but,  to  prove  to 
you  I  do  not  intend  to  come  often,  or  flay  long, 
1  here  give  you,  deareft  Agelia,  the  Talifman, 

which 
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which  the  ambitious  Rofamond  once  purloined  ; 
this  box,  as  you  know,  is  a  certain  prefervative 
againft  the  enchantment  of  the  Palace  ;  you  are 
obliged  to  ftay  here  three  months,  and,  in  that 
time,  it  may  be  of  fome  utility  to  you ;  take  it, 
keep  it,  I  for  ever  renounce  it.  - 

I  will  accept  it,  replied  Agelia,  if  you  will  per- 
mit me  to  give  it  to  Nadir,  deceit  is  always  pain- 
ful, but  to  be  deceived  is  often  the  greateft  of 
pkafures.  If  I  am  fatisfied  with  Nadir,  I  fear  not 
that  he  fhould  read  my  heart;  permit  me,  then, 
to  confide  to  him  this  Talifman. 

It  is  in  your  hands,  do  with  it  what  you  pleafe, 
to  your  happinefs  I  facrifice  it  ;  but,  now,  obliged, 
as  I  am,  to  fpeak  what  I  think,  deign,  for  the  laft 
time,  to  hear  a  faithful  avowal  of  the  paffion 
you  infpire.  Never,  Agelia,  have  I  loved  any 
as  I  have  loved  you ;  never  fhall  I  forget  you. 
Adieu  !  pity  the  unhappy  Phanor ;  for  your  com- 
paflion  and  eileem  are  the  fole  confolations  that 
can  alleviate  my  grief. 

As  I  fpoke  thus,  I  faw  the  tears  of  the  lovely 
feeling  Agelia  begin  to  flow;  too  much  affected 
to  repl)5,  fhe  gave  me  her  hand,  which  I  bathed 

with  my  tears. At  length  I  tore  myfelf  from 

her,  quitted  her  for  ever,  left  the  Palace  of 
Truth,  whither,  from  r  that  moment  to  this,  I 
have  never  returned. 

K  3  Such, 
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Such,  added  the  Genius,  is  my  ftory;  fuch  is 
the  fecret  I  have  had  the  fortitude,  for  fixteen 
years,  to  conceal.  Never,  dear  Altemira,  have  1 
doubted  your  virtue  or  affe&ion  ;  the  Palace  of 
Truth  cannot  add  to  the  efteem  I  have  for  you ; 
it  might  enfeeble,  or,  at  leaft,  difturb,  for  a  mo- 
ment, that  fmcere  attachment  by  which  we  are  at 
prefent  united ;  and,  if  you  will  be  advifed  by  nte, 
we  never  will  take  this  dangerous  journey. 

No,  Phanor,  replied  the  Queen,  I  wifh  to  en- 
joy the  happinefs,  in  the  Palace  of  Truth,  cf 
repeating  to  you  I  never  loved  any  but  you. 

The  Genius  rather  felt  a  fecret  pleafure  that 
the  Queen  was  fo  firmly  refolved,  fince  it  proved  fo 
well  her  virtue)  he  only  required  {he  could  fe- 
riouily  reflect  for  fix  months  j  and  if,  faid  he,  at 
the  end  cf  that  time,  you  have  not  changed 
your  opinion,  we  then  will  go. 

The  fix  months  being  paft,  the  Queen  wifhed 
to  depart,  and  take  wich  her  her  daughter,  and 
Prince  Philamir,  who  was  to  efpoufe  Zeolide. 
My  daughter,  faid  me,  is  certain  of  the  heart  of 
Philamir:  but  'fhe  defires  he  mould  read  hers 
likewife,  and,  ere  he  receives  her  hand,  be  afTured 
of  her  faith.  The  Prince  knows  the  effects  of 
the  Palace,  yet  ardently  wiflies  to  go  with  us ; 
Zeloide  defires  to  take  her  dear  and  amiable 
friend  Palmis,  fo  beloved  by  her  and  us,  and 

whom 
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whom  I,  this  evening,  intend  to  inform  of  the  vir- 
tues of  the  Palace. 

And  I  have  a  project,  replied  the  Genius,  to 
take  thither  three  or  four  Courtiers,  whom  I 
fhould  not  be  forry  to  know,  and  whom  I  (hall 
not  inform  of  the  fecret  of  the  much  to  be 
dreaded  place  whither  they  are  going  ;  for,  were 
I  fo  to  do,  I  imagine  they  would  find  fome  pre- 
text to  be  excufed  taking  fuch  a  journey;  for 
which  reafon,  recommend  fecrecy  to  Zeloide, 
Philamir,  and  Palmis. 

The  Queen  and  young  Princefs,  the  fame  even- 
ing, confided  the  fecret  to  their  friend;  and  Pal- 
mis,  at  firfr,  fhewed  more  furprize  than  eager- 
nefs  to  take  this  journey.  However,  after  fome 
reflections,  Palmis  faid,  I  have  nothing  eflential 
to  reproach  myfelf  with ;  I  have  a  real  and  fin- 
cere  attachment  to  you,  and  am  ready  to  go. 

To  this  promife  Palmis  added  a  confeffion  ; 
fhe  owned  fhe  loved  a  young  Courtier,,  named 
Chrifel,  whofe  natural  levity  fhe  feared.  Chrifel 
was  a  man  of  fafliion,  and  fuch  a  quality  does 
not  infpire  love  with  confidence.  Palmis  wifhed 
her  lover  might  go  with  them,  and  the  Genius 
gave  his  confent. 

The  day  of  departure  came ;  the  Genius,  the 

Queen,  the  Young  Princefs,  Phalimir,  and  Pal- 

K  4  mis, 
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mis,  were  the  only  perfons  who  knew  the  fecret 
of  the  Palace  of  Truth ;  and,  in  proportion  as 
they  approached  it,  their  gaiety  decreafed  ;  melan- 
choly and  inquietude  invaded  their  hearts ;  Ze- 
olide  was  the  moil  tranquil,  but  Philamir  became 
thoughtful  and  abfent ;  the  gloom  of  Palmis  was 
vifible,-and  the  Queen  was  abrmed  at  remarking 
the  trouble  of  Phanor.  The  Courtiers,  who  knew 
•not  the  caufe,  vainly  endeavoured  to  enliven  the 
Joft  gaiety  of  the  Genius,  the  Queen,  and  Ze- 
olide.  The  -Lover  of  Palmis,  the  amiable  and 
brilliant  Chrifel,  never  difcovered  more  grace  or 
greater  deiire  to  pleafe :  and  when  converfing 
with  PalmiSi  in  fecret,  he  painted  his  paffion  with 
fo  much  feeling  and  energy,  fhe  could  not  help 
reproaching  herfelf  for  her  doubts  and  fears. 

Among  the  Courtiers  who  followed  the  Ge- 
nius was  a  man  of  an  odd  character,  feldom  met 
with  in  Courts.  Arifteus  (fo  was  he  called)  had 
done  the  State  great  fervice  :  arrived  at  the  high- 
eft  honours,  by  merit  alone,  he  did  not  come  to 
Court  till  his  youth  was  pair,  and  he  brought 
thither  a  blumnefs  and  morofenefs  in  his  man* 
ner  that  gave  him  an  air  of  originality,  which 
had  the  greater  effe£t  becaufe  it  formed  fo  ftrong 
a  contrail  to  the  manners  ufually  feen  in  fuch 
places.  A  frigid  and  fatyric  Courtier  is  not  very 
likely  to  become  a  favourite  5  but  his  fuccefs,  for 

that 
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that  very  reafon,  was,  at  firft,  as  great  as  his  fin- 
gularity  was  amufing  ;  but  rinding  afterwards  his 
underftanding  equalled  his  ill-humour,  they  en- 
deavoured too  late  to  get  him  expelled ;  the 
Queen  and  Genius  efteemed  him,  and  he  was  ef- 
tablimed  at  Court. 

What  is  moft  extraordinary,  when  fixed  there, 
he  did  not  alter  his  behaviour ;  for  he  not  only 
forbore  fa'.fe  panegyric,  but  he  was  never  even 
heard  to  praife ;  and,  though  very  capable  of  zea- 
loufiy  ferving  his  friends,  he  never  faid  an  agree- 
able or  affectionate  thing,  or  ever  made  a  Tingle 
profeflion  of  friendship.  ' 

As  they  now  drew  near  to  the  Palace  of  Truth, 
the  Genius  had  a  private  converfation  with  the 
Queen.  I  confefs  to  you,  faid  he,  I  cannot  en- 
ter this  Palace,  which  has  been  fo  fatal  to  me, 
without  chagrin ;  nor  can  I  diffemble  that  I 
ftand  greatly  in  need  of  your  indulgence.  What 
hufband,  who  has  been  married  feventeen  years, 
can  fay  he  never  has  been  guilty  of  an  offence  ?— 
You  will  much  afflidl:  me  if  you  interrogate 
me  too  circumftantially  on  my  paft  conduct. 

Very  well,  my  Lord,  replied  Altemira,  piqued, 
I  promife  to  afk  you  no  queftions. 

And  I  will  make  a  like  promife,  faid  the 
Genius. 

K  5  No, 
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No,  my  Lord,  anfwered  Altemira,  I  have  no- 
thing to  reproach  mjfelf  with,  and  do  not  fear 
your  curioiity. 

I  honeftly  own,  replied  the  Genius,  I  do  fear 
your's,  for  I  fhall  be  obliged  to  reply  with  the 
moft  exact  fmcerity. 

Confefs,  faid  the  Queen,  you,  at  prefenr, 
deeply  regret  you  facrificed  your  precious  Talif- 
man,  which  gave  you  the  happy  power  to  con- 
ceal your  thoughts  in  the  Palace  of  Truth,  to 
that  charming  Agelia. 

,  Phanor  fighed,  and  made  no  reply,  and  the 
Queen  fell  into  a  profound  and  melancholy 
revery. 

At  laft  they  faw  the  bright  walls  of  the  ma- 
gic Palace.  More  than  one  heart  was  agitated, 
but  they  felt,  too  late,  all  the  confequences  of  fo 
dangerous  a  journey.  The  Chariots  flop  ;  they 
defcend,  advance,  and  pafs  the  fatal  gates. 

As  they  entered  the  Palace,  the  firft  object 
that  caught  the  attention  of  the  Genius  was  the 
venerable  Gelanor,  the  virtuous  Philofopher, 
whom  he  had  left  above  eighteen  years  before  in 
the  Palace  of  Truth.  Phanor  nattily  left  the 
Queen,  glaJ  of  a  pretext  to  be  at  fome  diftance 
from  her,  and  ran  to  embrace  the  Philofopher,  . 
with  whom  he  went  into  the  Gardens. 

-      Who, 
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Who,  my  Lord,  faid  the  old  man,  have  you 
brought  here  ? 

My  wife. 

Your  wife !  Heavens  !  Have  you  thought  of 
the  confequences,  my  Lord? 

I  am  certain  of  her  virtue. 

Ah,  my  Lord !  how  many  hufbands  within 
thefe  nineteen  years,  have  I  known  enter  this 
Palace  with  the  fame  fecurity,  and  leave  it  for 
ever  undeceived. 

That  fear  cannot  trouble  me ;  Altemira  knows 
the  effects  of  this  Palace,  yet  would  come  hither. 
I  have  little  uneafmefs  concerning  what  I  may 
know  of  her,  but  much  for  what  fhe  may  learn 
from  me. — But,  tell  me,  venerable  Sage,  fatisfy 

rny  curiofity. Time  has  not  yet  effaced  Age- 

lia  from  my  memory;  and  every  thing  here  re- 
calls her  image. Tell  me  if,  after  my  de- 
parture, fhe  married  Nadir. 

Yes,  my  Loid;  and  the  very  fame  day,  gave 
him  the  Talifman  fhe  had  of  you.  Nadir,  touch- 
ed by  fo  delicate  and  generous  a  procedure,  de- 
termined never  to  queftion  her,  and  thus  they 
pafTed  three  months  in  the  moft  perfect  intelli- 
gence. Imitate  their  example,  my  Lord. 

I  am  fo  difpofed,  if  the  Queen  be  fo  too. 

While  Fhanor  was  converfing  with  the  Philo- 

ibpher,   Zeolide  was  walking  with  the  Queen, 

K  6  and 
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and  the  reft  of  the  newly  arrived  travellers.  The 
young  Princefs  and  Philamir  were  a  little  before. 
After  a  moment's  filence,  Philamir  faid,  Ever 
fince  I  have  been  in  this  place,  I  have  found  an 
infurmountable  embarrailment.  I  dare  not  fpeak 
my  feelings  5  I  fear  left  my  expreffions  fhould  not 
feem  fufficiently  tender. 

Then  they  were  exaggerated  before  we  came 
here. 

I  doubt  they  were. 

Ungrateful  man  !  I  have  never  fhewn  half  the 
tendernefs  I  felt. 

Ah,  Zeolide  !  What  a  rapturous  confeiHon  ! 

But  tell  me  if  you  have  ever  loved  me  ? 

I  never  loved  any  but  you,  on  you  alone  the 
happinefs  of  my  life  depends. 

I  am  fatisfied,  exclaimed  Zeolide. Yes, 

dear  Philamir,  we  will  prove  that  even  this  Pa- 
lace cannot  be  fatal  to  true  Lovers  ;  and  that 
far  from  deftroying,  it  increafes  affe6tion,  by 
diflipating  all  the  doubts  which  a  lively  and  de- 
licate tendernefs  too  often  feels. 

As  Zeolide  pronounced  thefe  words,  the  Queen 
and  Palmis  came  up ;  Philamir  left  them,  and  the 
Princefles  feparated  themfelves  from  the  group  of 
Courtiers  that  followed  them  in  the  gardens. 
Philamir  and  Chrifel  went  into  a  thicket,  at  the 
entrance  of  which  they  faw  a  young  woman  fit- 
ting 
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ting  on  a  bank.  She  was  handfome,  and  Chrifel 
would  go  and  fpeak  to  her.  The  Prince  foon 
found  Hie  was  but  juft  arrived,  and  that  file,  no 
more  than  Chrifel,  knew  how  impoilible  it  was 
to  conceal  her  fenttments.  Phihmir  afked  her 
name  j  {he  replied,  Azema. 

You  have  a  fantaflical  coquettifh  manner  which 
is  agreeable  enough,  faid  Chrifel,  thinking  he 
had  praifed  her  extravagantly,  and  aftonifhed  to 
fee  with  what  an  air  of  furprize  and  difdain  fhe 

received  his  complin, en". And  fo,  faid  he,  you 

are  a  woman,  and  do  not  love  flattery  ? 

Do  you  call  that  flattery  ?  Perhaps  you  think 
me  ugly  ? 

Ugly  !  Did  I  not  this  moment  tell  you  I  never 
faw  fo  charming  a  creature  before  ? 

Really,  Sir,  you  are  a  little  whimfical,  but  this 
is  a  thing  of  fmall  importance ;  for,  notwith- 
ftand  my  coquetifh  airs,  I  care  not  for  you, 
Sir. 

Candour  and  fimplicity,  faith. 

Simplicity  3  really,  Sir,  you  have  a  deal  of  pe- 
netration. 

Well  then,  fmcerity,  atleaft. 

Sincerity !  Lord,  Sir,  I  never  fpeak  a  word  of 
truth.  I  affume  an  air  of  fimplicity  and  inge- 
nuity I  own,  but  it  is  only  to  deceive. 

Chrifel 
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.  Chrifel  burfl  out  into  a  laugh,  and  Azema,  turn- 
ing towards  Philamir,  faid,  What  is  the  reafon, 
my  Lord,  that  you  are  fo  obftinately  filent  ? 

Why  do  you  afk?    replied  Philamir,  frmling. 

Becaufe  I  fhould  like  to  make  a  conqueft  of 
you. 

And,  for  my  part,  I  do  not  know  that  I  ever 
met  a  more  uncommon  Lady. 

You  really  pleafe  me  very  much,  and,  I  dare 
fay,  you  are  very  credulous,  and  very  loving. 

Yes,  I  know  how  to  love. 

Moft  childimly,  I  dare  fay.  Are  you  very 
deeply  in  Love  ? 

I  am;  r.nd  on  the  fuccefs  of  my  paflion  de- 
pends the  happinefs  of  my  life. 

I  dare  fay And  I  am  glad  of  it. 

And  why  fo,  pray  ? 

Becaufe  I  am  happy  to  fet  Lovers  at  variance. 

Is  (he  you  love  her? 

She  is. 

I  will  find  her,  and,  if  fhe  be  handfome 
enough  to  pique  my  vanity,  will  render  you 
faithlefs.  I  fhall  walk  this  evening  in  the  Orange- 
Grove;  and  I  tell  you  fo,  exprefsly,  that  you 
may  come  and  meet  me  there. 

So  faying,  fhe  rofe,  and  Philamir,  going  to  de- 
tain her,  faid,  do,  not  hold  me.,  do  you  not  fee, 
by  my  air  of  affectation,  I  want  to  make  you  believe 

I  think 
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I  think  you  a  dangerous  man,  and,  therefore,  fly 
you? 

Azema  then,  with  a  mod  modeft  and  ferious 
air,  made  a  very  low  curtefy,  and  retired. 

Really,  faid  Chrifel,  this  little  Lady  is  the 
moft  extraordinary  and  odd  kind  of  perfon  1  ever 
met.  Women  are  all  coquettes.and  deceitful,  but 
fhe  is  the  only  cne  I  have  ever  feen  who  was 
indifcreet  enough  to  own  it ;  her  wifh  to  feduce, 
and  her  excefiive  imprudence,  made  her  truly 
wlrmfical  and  original.  Where  I  in  your  place, 
my  Lord,  I  ihould  be  fure  to  meet  her  in  the 
Orange-Grove. 

Do  you  fpeak  as  you  think,  Chrifel  ? 

To  be  fure What,  becaufe  you  are  in  love 

with  the  Princefs? Pfhaw  !  Childifh  !  You 

cannot  havefuch  fcruples. 

Do  you  think,  afked  Philamir,  it  would  be 
poflible  to  turn  the  brain  of  a  coquette  like 
Azema  ? 

Certainly,  if  you  manage  matters  well,  there 
is  no  doubt. 

I  ?  I  have  no  fuch  defign And  yet,  I  own, 

this  aflignation  piques  my  curiofity. 

The  fudden  appearance  of  Palmis  interrupted 
the  converfation  ;  (he  had  not  yet  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of  fpeaking  alone  with  Chrifel,  therefore, 
as  foon  as  ihe  faw  him,  ihe  approached,  and  the 

Prince 
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Prince  left  them  together.  Palmis  was  agitated ; 
flie  dreaded  to  queftion  her  Lover  ;  and  Chrifel, 
thinking  about  fomething  elfe,  did  not  remark 
her  perplexity.  At  laft,  Palmis,  fetching  a  deep 
figh,  faid,  Why,  are  you  filent,  Chrifel  ?  Are 
you  thinking  of  me  ? 

No  fooner  did  he  hear  the  queftion  than,  af- 
fuming  the  moft  paiTionate  manner  poffible,  and 
tenderly  kiffing  the  hand  of  Palmis,  Chrifel  re- 
plied, oh  !  noj  I  never  think  or  trouble  myfelf 
about  you,  I  proteft  I  do  not. 

How  !  Faithlefs  man,  cried  Palmis. 

Do  you  doubt  my  truth  ?  Ah,  Palmis,  how 
unjuft  you  are.  Yes,  faid  he,  falling  on  his 
knees,  it  has  been  my  ftudy  to  deceive  you. 
Ambition  and  vanity  alone  have  attached  me  to 
you.  Do  juftice,  Palmis,  to  your  Lover,  for 
he  is  incapable  of  affe&ion ;  be  comforted,  be 
fecure,  and  let  thefe  fmcere  protefbtions  drive 

all   doubts    from   your    mind. But    why    is 

anger  fo  vifible  in  your  looks  ?  How  have  I  of- 
fended you  ?  And  wherefore  to-day  will  you  not 

believe   me  ? Do    you   \vifk  me   to  fwear  ? 

•        Oaths  coft  me  nothing. 

Wretch,  cried  Palmis,  I  can  liflen  no  longer. 

Tears  impeded  fpeech,  and,  overwhelmed  with 

excefTive  grief,  fhe  funk  on  a  garden-feat ;  Chrifel, 

fhll  kneeling,  feigned  to  weep.    Do  not  you  fee, 

2  •  fcid 
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faid  he,  how.  I  pretend  to  fhed  tears :  really, 
beauteous  Palmis,  you  quite  weary  me,  and, 
though  you  are  naturally  as  unreafonable  as  infi- 
pid,  I  never  before  fawyou  fo  intolerably  tirefome. 

Begone,  faid  PaLnis,  repelling  Chrifel  with 
indignation,  you  give  me  horror  to  hear  you. 

There  is,  certainly,  faid  Chrifel,  fomething  I 
cannot  underftand  in  all  this ;  perhaps,  faid  he, 
with  an  air  of  freedom,  you  wifli  to  break  with 
me:  if  fo,  fpeak;  there  is  no  neceflity  for  all 
thefe  tears,  this  tragic  tone;  let  us  remain  friends, 
at  leafl :  and  this  I  vvifh,  becaufe  your  credit  and 
favour  may  yet  be  ufeful  to  make  my  fortune. 

Palmis  made  no  other  anfwer  than  by  rifing 
with  imfttuofity;  and,  as  (he  flew  from  him, 
darted  a  look  of  contemptuous  rage  at  Chrifel. 

The  Courtier  flood  confounded,  and,  as  he 
reflefted  on  this  frrange  adventure,  heard  a  tu- 
mult of  voices.  He  walked  towards  the  noife, 
and  entered  a  verdant  Amphitheatre,  full  of  paf- 
fengers,  newly  arrived,  to  the  number  of  about 
thirty,  fitting  on  the  grafs-banks,  and  forming 
a  circle  round  Gelanor.  Chrifel,  as  he  entered, 
afked  why  they  were  all  aflembled  ? 

My  Lord,  faid  Gelanor,  for  thefe  nineteen 
years  I  have  done  the  honours  of  this  Palace ; 
have  neglected  nothing  to  make  it  agreeable  to 
ilrangers,  and  have  only  required  one  thing  in 

return, 
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return,  which  is,   to  follow  me  to  this  place,  and 
anfwer  a  Tingle  queftion  which  I  put  to  each  perfon. 

And  what  queftion  is  that,  pray  ? 

I  only  defire  to  know  if  they  are  happy. 

Well,  arid  have  you  found  many  people  fatis- 
fied  with  your  condition  ? 

Their  names  are  al}  written  in  a  Book,  and  I 
am  ftill  at  the  firft  page  ;  but,  alas  !  we  ought 
not  to  wonder  at  this,  fmce  Virtue  and  Reafon 
alone  can  give  happinefs. 

Have  you  begun  your  Cathechifm  of  to  day  ? 

Yes  ;  I  have  queftioned  nearly  half  this  AfTem- 
bly.  Will  you,  Sir,  be  kind  enough  to  anfwer 
me  ? 

Oh  willingly.  I  have  been  very  fuccefsful  at 
Court,  made  a  great  fortune,  ruined  half  a  fcore 
women,  who  all,  before  they  knew  me,  had  excel- 
lent reputations  ;  and  yet  I  am  not  happy,  am  \ 
wearv  of  myfelf,  enjoy  nothing,  but  wim  for  what 
J  Jo  not  poflefs  with  an  ardour  that  confumes  me. 

Let  us  pafs  on  to  another,  faid  Gel  a  nor.  What 
fay  you,  grave  ftranger  ?  addreffing  himfelf  to  a 
little  olive-coloured  man  with  a  difdainful  air. 

I  am  called  a  Philofopher,  faid  the  Granger,  in 
an  imperious  and  dogmatic  tone. 

Then,  comrade,  aniwered  Gelanor3  fmiling, 
you  are  happy. 

I  happy  !  no,  indeed. 

And 
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And  what  prevents  you  ? 

Pride.  I  afibciated  myfclf  with  Tome  others, 
like  myfelf,  and,  among  us,  we  formed  a  vaft 
and  hardy  project.  We  wifhed  to  reign  and 
domineer  over  the  minds  of  men ;  and  we  had  a 
celebrated  Magician  for  a  Chief,  who  gave  us  a 
Talifman,  on  which  were  engraved  thefe  three 
•words,  BENEVOLENCE,  TOLERANCE,  PHILOSO- 
PHY. My  friend,  faid  the  Magician,  the  vir- 
tue of  thefe  three  words  is  fu:h  that,  to  obtain 
your  end,  you  have  only  incefTantly  to  repeat  them, 
and  reft  faithfully  attached  and  fubmiffive  to  your 
Chief.  With  this  Talifman  and  my  protection, 
you  will  want  neither  knowledge  nor  genius  ;  you 
may  daringly  fay,  and  write,  all  the, extravagances 
which  fhall  enter  your  imagination,  you  fh  11 
have  an  exclufive  authority  to  reafon  wrong,  be 
inconfiflent,  trouble  eftabiimed  order,  overturn 
moral  principles  and  corrupt  manners,  without 
lofing  your  confequence.  If  you  are  attacked, 
make  no  reply,  beware  of  clifcuflion.  I  permit 
you  to  declaim,  to  affirm,  and  to  confu'.t,  but  not 
to  reafon;  Keep  conftantly  repeating  the  fame 
thing,  BENEVOLENCF,  TOLIRANCF,  PHILOSO- 
PHY. Should  it  be  proved  you  are  neither  be- 
nevolent, tolerant,  nor  a  Philofopher,  be  not 
frightened,  only  repeat  and  cry  with  more  force 
and  obftinacy  than  ever,  thefe  three  facred  and 

magic 
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magic  words,  BENEVOLENCE,  TOLERANCE, 
PHILOSOPHY,  and  you  fhall  triumph  over  all 
your  enemies,  at  leaft,  as  long  as  I  fhall  live.  So 
fpoke  this  great  Enchanter,  and  his  promifes 
had  their  full  effecl:;  but,  alas  !  we  have  had  the 
misfortune  to  lofe  a  Chief  fo  worthy  of  our  re- 
gret ;  and,  iince  his  death,  the  Talifman  has 
loft  it's  virtue,  and  our  empire  is  no  more.  De- 
pofed  Ufurpers  as  we  are,  our  Partizans  are  loft, 
we  can  excite  no  more  diforders,  and  are  fallen 
into  obfcurity. 

As  he  ended,  this  pretended  Phi lofopher  fetch- 
ed a  deep  figh. 

Juft  then,  Zoram,  one  of.Phanor's  Courtiers, 
joined  the  company :  hold,  cried  Chrifel,  ad- 
drefling  himfelf  to  Gelanor,  if  you  want  to  find 
a  happy  man  interrogate  this,  whofe  mirth  is  fo 
great  it  approaches  folly,  amufing  himfelf  with 
every  thing,  impaflioned,  enthufiaftic — —are  you 
not,  Zoram  ? 

Thefe  are  my  pretenfions,  replied  Zoram. 

Pretenfions  !  Why  art  thou  not  furioufly  fond 
of  Mufic,  Painting,  Hunting 

Hunting  fatigues  me  j  the  beft  mufic  in  the 
world  to  me  is  only  noife,  and  I  have  no  tafte 
for  painting  ;  but  I  keep  Hounds,  hire  Muficians, 
and  buy  Pictures;  that  is,  I  ruin  myfelf  to  per- 
fuade  the  world  I  am  amufed  and  happy. 

Come, 
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Come,  come,  leave  joking,  and  anfwer  feri- 
oufly. 

I  am  fatisfied,  replied  Gelanor ;  and  now  let 
me  queftion  this  Lady,  who  is  fitting  in  the  inidft 
of  that  agreeable  group  of  children  and  young- 
Ladies.  You  are  the  mother  of  a  family,  ma- 
dam, faid  the  Philofopher  ? 

Thefe  who  fit  round  are  my  children. 

Are  you  happy  ? 

The  quefHon  is  addrefled  to  you ;  anfwer,  my 
children. 

The  moment  fhe  had  fpoken,  her  two  eldeft 
daughters,  with  tears  of  joy  in  their  eyes,  ran 
to  her  arms  with  the  moft  tender  expreffion  of 
gratitude  j  and  the  children  all  cried,  at  once,  fhe 
is  happy  in  us,  and  we  love  her  with  all  our  hearts. 

Heaven  be  praifed,  exclaimed  Gelanor,  for  my 
eyes  have  this  day  beheld  a  happy  Being.  Let  me 
befeech  you,  madam,  to  tell  me  your  name  ? 

I  am  called  Eudemonia. 

Indulge  me  in  a  few  queftions.  How  long  have 
you  enjoyed  the  pure  and  affecting  happinefs  of 
which  you  now  prefent  fo  delightful  a  picture  I 

Ever  fmce  I  have  been  a  mother. 

What  kind  of  a  life  do  you  lead  ? 

I  live  retired  $  devote  one  half  of  the  day  to 
my  children  and  the  other  to  fludy  and  friend- 
(hip, 

Have 
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Have  you  many  friends  ? 

Very  few ;  but  thofe  I  have  I  can  depend  upon. 

Are  you  rich  ? 

No  •,  nor  ever  fhall  be. 

Why  fo ; 

I  defpife  pomp,  and  money  can  only  procure 
me  one  pleafure,  that  of  giving. 

Are  you  ambitious  ? 

Noj  not  even  for  my  children;  for  reafon  and 
experience  have  taught  me  honours  and  wealth 
cannot  beftovv  happinefs. 

Gelanor  took  his  book  from  his  pocket,  and, 
with  inexpreifible  joy  in  his  countenance,  infcri- 
bed  the  name  of  Eudemonia. 

Chrifel  and^  Zoram  left  the  garden,  and  wen{ 
towards  the  Palace  ;  the  little  Court  of  the  Genius 
afTembled  in  the  Saloon ;  Arifteus,  the  fatiric  and 
furly  Courtier  already  mentioned,  was  talking 
to  the  Queen,  who  was  furprifed  to  find  he  had 
loft  much  of  his  morofenefs,  that  his  manners 
were  more  mild,  and  that  he  could  fay  obliging 
things.  Zoram  and  Chrifel  entered  the  Saloon  ; 
the  Princefs  was  going  to  her  mufic,  and  tuning 
her  harp,  Philamir  fat  befide  her,  and  the  for- 
rovvful  unhappy  Palmis  leaned  languifhingly 
againft  a  pillar,  thought  of  the  perfidious  Chrifel, 
and  was  mournfully  filent.  Chrifel  approached 
Phanor,  who  was  walking,  full  of  thought.  Being 

defirous 
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defirous  of  faying  fomething  civil  of  the  Queen, 
he  followed  the  Genius,  and,  as  foon  as  he  was 
near  enough  Altemira  to  be  heard,  flopped,  and, 
with  a  look  of  great  cqmplaifance,  addreffing 
himfelf  to  the  Genius,  faid,  how  much  the  Queen 
fhews  her  age  to-day;  it  is  not  poflible  to  think 
her  lefs  than  eight  and  thirty. 

Altemira,  though  ftill  beautiful,  was  no  longer 
vain  of  her  perfon,  but  fmiled.  You  flatter  me, 
faid  {he. 

I  intended  fo  to  do,  madam. 

How  do  you  like  my  drefs  ? 

Not  at  all  f  it  is  much  too  youthful  for  your 
Majefty. 

After  thus  replying,  with  a  moft  obliging  and 
gentle  tone  and  manner,  Chrifel,  quite  fatisfied 
jvith  himfelf,  and  with  what  he  thought  he  had 
faid,  bowed,  and  rejoined  Phanor. 

Zoram  advanced  towards  Palmis,  and,  defirous 
of  awakening  her  from  her  revery  by  inciting 
agreeable  ideas  in  her  mind,  faid,  Good  God  ! 
madam,  your  eyes  are  funk  in  your  head,  and 
how  red  your  nofe  is  ;  you  do  not  look  handfome 
to-day  at  all.  Nay,  do  not  affect:  that  difdainful 
air,  nor  think  what  i  fay  is  flattery,  I  afFure  you 
it  is  the  very  exact  truth. 

The  Princefs  was  feated,  and  preluding  on  her 
inftrument ;  Zoram,  in  order  to  maintain  his  re- 
putation 
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putation  for  a  connoifleur  paiftonately  fond  of 
mufic,  haftily  approached,  with  every  demon- 
ftration  of  gladnefs.  The  Princefs  fang,  and  ac-« 
companied  herfelf  j  Zoram  liitened,  and  beat  out 
of  time,  clapping  as  if  he  had  been  mad.  Before 
the  air  was  half  over,  he  exclaimed,  flill  continu- 
ing his  hand  applaufe,  How  tireibme  this  is  !  How 
intolerably  infipid  ! 

Zoelide  was  a  little  difconcerted,  and  {lopped ; 
I  am  quite  delighted,  madam,  faid  he,  to  fee  you 
the  dtfpe  of  thefe  affected  tranfports  ;  it  was  to 
acl:  enthufiafm  that  1  have  made  all  this  noife. 

The  other  Courtiers  were  in  utter  aftonifhment 
to  hear  him,  and  abfolutely  fuppofed  poor  Zoram 
mad.  Chrifel,  who  was  particularly  intimate 
with  him,  wifhing  to  appear  afHi&ed  for  his  mif- 
fortune,  put  on  an  air  of  tender  amazement,  and 
exclaimed,  Poor  Zoram,  how  happy  am  I  to  fee 
him  thus  !  I  fhall  profit  by  it ;  I  will  afk  his 
place  of  Phanor  this  very  evening. 

So  faying,  he  took  Zoram  by  the  arm,  dragged 
him  away,  and  they  both  left  the  falcon. 

Zeolide  then  afked  Philamir,  laughing,  if  he, 
like  Zoram,  thought  the  air  ihe  had  been  playing 
dull,? 

No,  replied  Philamir,  for  I  was  not  liflening  ; 
I  was  thinking  of  fomething  elfe. 

The 
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The  Princefs  bluflied  with  vexation,  and  Aril- 
teus  faid,  I,  madam,  have  not  loll  a  bar. of  it; 
I  think  the  air  a  very  good  one,  and  your  voice 
quite  enchanting. 

How  now,  Arifleus,  interrupted  the  Genius, 
what  are  you  becoming  polite  and  gall  nt  ? 

I  have  no  fuch  intension,  replied  Arifleus,  but 
I  am  neither  fo  frigid  nor  unfeeling  as  I  appear; 
I  am  fomewhat  crofs,  and  wifh  to  be  thought  fm- 
gular,  for  which  reafon  1  pals  my  life  in  fnarlmg 
and  finding  fault,  entirely  from  a  fpirit  of  contra- 
diction ;  befides,  I  have  made  it  a  law  with  my- 
felf  never  openly  to  praife  or  flatter,  but  indirectly, 
and  only  on  great  occafions. 

Ha  !  I  underftand  you;  pray  tell  me,  have  you 
never  flattered  me  ? 

You  efteem  me,  becaufe  you  believe  I  have 
not;  yet  love  me,  becaufe  I  really  have  ;  you  be- 
lieve, fimply  enough,  that  a  man  with  a  gruff 
voice  and  blunt  raanners  cannot  flatter;  you  are 
fufpicious  of  other  Courtiers,  but  in  full  fecunty 
with  me ;  but  flattery  can  take  various  forms,  nor 
is  there  more  than  one  way  to  efcape  its  ieduc- 
tions,  and  that  is  to  be  infenfible  to  them.  You 
love  flattery,  and  I  give  it  you ;  I  naturally  hate 
it,  and,  had  you  defpifed  it,  fhould  never  have 
had  this  meannefs  to  reproach  myfelf  with ;  but 
thus  only  could  I  obtain  your  confidence ;  if  I 

VOL.  v.  L  deceive 
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deceive  fometimes,  you  force  me  to  it ;  and,  had 
not  you  corrupted  me,  I  never  fhoulcl  have  ufed 
artifice  ;  I  feel  how  much  I  am  debafed,  groan 
to  remember  it,  am  irritated  againft  you,  and 
ferve  without  loving  you. 

Infolent ! Begone,  cried  the  Genius,  his 

eyes  inflamed  with  fury,  and  dare  never  again 
enter  my  prefence. 

Thefe  dreadful  words  terrified  trie  Princefs, 
who  nattily  rofe,  and,  followed  by  Palmfs,  went 
into  the  gardens.  Alas  !  faid  Zeolide,  {.  begin  to 
find  how  fatal  this  Palace  is  ;  this  unfortunate 
Arifteus,  who  has  done  the  State  fo  many  fer- 
vices,  is  difgraced  and  ruined.—- And  have  I  any 
reafon  to  be  better  fatisfied  ?  Hov;  did  Philamir 
anfwer  me  ?  It  was  for  him  I  fang,  yet  he  deign- 
ed not  to  liflen.  What  then  did  he  think  of? 

Ah  I  had  I  dared  to  demand,  perhaps Palmis 

take  part  in  my  pangs. 

I  fee  nothing  you  have  to  complain  of,  replied 
Palmis,  coldly.1 

What !  the  indifference,  the  cruel  difdain  of 
Philamir 

You  are  ridiculoufly  fufceptible. 

This  is  a  ftrange  expreffion. 

Alas  I  I  have  not  the  power  to  chufe — Pardon 
me,  madam. 

You  are  not  affected  by  my  grief  5  I  fee  you  do 
i  not 


THE    TALES    OF    THE    CASTLE.        219 

not  love  me Ah!  no  doubt,  it  is  impofiib'e 

for  perfons  of  my  rank  to  be  beloved  for  them- 
felves.  How  unhappy  am  I  ! 

The  Princefs  could  not  retain  her  tears  as  fhe 

fpoke. You  are  unjuft,  replied  Palmis;  do 

not  calumniate  human  nature  thus  j  if  a  Prince 
wimes  to  know  whether  the  praifes  given  him 
are  fincere,  and  whether  he  is  really  beloved,  let 
him  afk  his  own  heart;  let  him  judge  himfelf;  if 
he  difdains  flattery,  and  is  capable  of  friendfhip, 
he  may  be  certain  he  has  tender  and  faithful  friends. 

Well,  Palmis,  I  deteft  flattery,   and  love  you. 

And  I,  madam,  have  no  friend  in  the  world 
fo  dear  to  me  as  you  are. 

Zeolide  anfwered  Palmis  by  kiffing  her  with 
tranfport.  Be  certain,  henceforth,  added  Palmis, 
your  rank  cannot  injure  the  fentiments  you  are 
born  to  infpire.  In  our  fecret  converfations,  your 
friendfhip  and  confidence  eftablifh  a  perfect  equa- 
lity between  us ;  you  are  amiable,  and  have  a 
feeling  heart  -,  I  daily  receive  new  benefits  from 
you,  and  inclination  and  gratitude  are  the  facred 
ties  by  which  we  are  for  ever  united. 

Oh  my  dear  Palmis  !  cried  Zeolide,  how  hap- 
py do  you  make  me  ! 

You  cannot  now  doubt  of  my  attachment,  re- 
plied Palmis,  and  yet  I  fear  this  Palace  j  remem- 
ber, madam,  that,  without  condefcenfion,  with- 
in 2  out 


220      THE    TALES    OF    THE    CASTLE. 

out  thofe  delicacies  and  attentions  which  flow 
from  the  heart,  friendfhip  could  not  fubfiff. 

Zeolide  allured  Palmis  that  nothing,  after  this, 
fhould  ever  deprive  her  of  her  friendfhip  and 
affection. 

While  the  two  friends  were  thus  converfino;, 
Philamir  did  not  forget  that  the  coquette,  Azema, 
had  given  him  a  rendezvous  in  the  Orange-grove  ; 
and  it  feemed  fo  curious,  and  amufing,  to  read  the 
heart  of  a  woman  of  that  character  that  he  had 
not  the  fort'tude  to  reftft  the  opportunity :  be- 
fides,  I  am  certain,  faid  he,  Azema  cannot  fe- 
duce  me;  Zeolide  will  know  nothing  of  the  affair, 
and  confequently  will  afk  no  queftions.  The 
latter  refle  .ion  determined  the  Prince,  and  he 
immediately  went  towards  the  grove.  Here  he 
found  Azema  negligently  extended  on  the  grafs, 
and  in  fucu  a  manner  as  to  leave  a  pretty  foot, 
and  the  half  of  a  very  handfome  leg,  expofed. 
Her  eyes  were  down-caft,  flie  feemed  loft  in  a 
profound  revery,  and  did  not  appear  to  perceive 
the  Prince,  who  gently  approached. 

As  foon  as  Philamir  ftood  by  her  fide,  Azema 

gave  a  little  fhriek,  and  huffily  rofe. What, 

faid  the  Prince,  have  i  frightened  you? 

No;  I  am  acting  furprize  and  modeffy;  I 
have  been  waiting  for  you  above  an  hour,  in  the 
fame  attitude  in  which  you  found  me ;  and  i  flat- 
ter 
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ter  myfelf,  added  me,  with  down-caft  eyes,  us  if 
me  was  confufed,  you  faw  my  foot  and  leg. 

Philamir  fmiled,  and  (aid  he  had  never  feen  any 
thing  more  charming,  and  Azema  hid  her  face 
with  her  fan. — -Why  do  you  do  that  ?  faid  the 
Prince. 

To  make  you  believe  I  blufli. 

I  mould  be  glad  to  know  what  you  think  of 
me  ? 

You  pleafe  me,  and  I  wifli  to  make  you  in 
love  with  me. 

If  1  were  not  already  really  in  love 

Weil,  what  then  ? 

Then This  moment  might  be  dangerous 

to  me. 

Dangerous !  That  is  very  pleafant* 

I  think  there  would  be  much  danger  in  loving 
you.  I  have  a  warm  heart. 

And  I  a  lively  imagination,  which  tally  excel- 
lently. 1  am  certain  I  mall  feduce  you. 

Your  confidence  makes  me  afraid. 

I  (hall  now,  under  pretence  of  being  warm, 
take  oft  my  glove  to  let  you  fee  my  hand  and  arm. 

How  delicate  and  white,  faid  Philamir,.  iciz- 
ing  one  of  the  hands  of  Azema. 

I  am  now  going  to  feem  offended  with  the  li- 
berty you  have  taken,  and  pout,  as  you  fee ; 
^fter  which  I  fhall  put  on  a  fentimental  air. 

.     L  3  Azema 
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Azema  drew  away  her  hand  with  dignity,  and 

turned  her  back  on  Philamir. Shall  you  pout 

long,  faid  the  Prince  ? 

Long  enough  to  give  you  time  to  remark  my 
Bowing  hair  and  fine  fhape. 

What  beauteous  trefTes  !  cried  Philamir,  di- 
verting himfelf  with  the  arts  of  Azema. 

The  Prince,  however,  could  not  avoid  obferv- 
ing  fhe  really  had  fine  hair,  and  elegant  fhape,  and 
one  of  the  prettieft  faces  in  the  world.  After  a 
moment's  (ilence,  Azema  faid  to  him,  if  you  had 
common  fenfe,  this  is  the  inftant  in  which  you 
would  fall  at  my  knees,  and  1  fhculd  then  feein 
greatly  affe^ed. 

Philamir  could  not  refift  the  curiofity  he  had 
to  know  how  Azema  would  a6t  tendernefs,  and 

accordingly  did  as  fhe  defcribed. Oh  !  ho  ! 

cried  Azema,  have  I  brought  you  down  then  ? 

Tell  me,  charming  Azema,  what  pafles  this 
moment  in  your  heart. 

I  am  in  raptures.  I  have  feen  Zeolide,  and 
I  deteft  her.  — Oh  !  what  will  her  vexation  be, 
when  fhe  fhall  know  I  have  robbed  her  of  her 
Lover,  for  know  it  fhe  fhall  ;  I  will  tell  her  of  it 
myfelf,  for  it  will  delight  me  to  be  a  witnefs  of 

•her  dcfpair. She  is  fo  beautiful,  and  fo  good, 

that  they  fpeak  of  nothing  here  but  of  her 

bou  nty, 
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bounty,  charms,  and   virtue  ;  but   I  will  defame 
her  ;  I  will,  if  poflible,  rob  her  of  her  reputation. 

Azema,  as  fhe  fpoke,  was  ftruck  with  the  in- 
dignation {he-  faw  painted  in  the  countenance  of 
Philamir.  What,  Prince,  faid  (he,  do  you  fiif- 
pe-fl  me  of  affectation  ?  Think  you  there  is  any 
exaggeration  in  the  heroic  fentiments  I  endea- 
vour fb  much  to  difcover  ? 

Oh!  exclaimed  Philamir,  as  he  rofe,  that  all 
the  Menders  of  your  fpeeies  were  obliged  to 
fpeak  with  the  fa.-ne  fmcerity,  that  they  might 
only  have  the  power  to  infpire  Contempt  and 
horror. 

Philamir  fpoke,  and  haftily  withdrew,  refle<£fc- 
ing  as  he  went  on  this  adventure.  Into  what, 
fnares,  faid  he,  might  curiofity  alone  lead  a  per- 
fon  of  my  age,  from  a  wifh  to  fee  how  far  fuch 
a  woman  could  gof!  I  found  myfelf  kneeling  to 
her;  I  defpifed  her,  was  not  her  dupe,  yet  {he 
amufed  me,  appeared  charming,  and,  had  {he  not 
.difcovered  a  foul  fo  black  and  bafea  I  had  for  an 
inftant  forgot  Zeolide. 

Thus  refle&ing,  the  Prince  turned  with  melan- 
choly ftep  towards  the  Palace,  when  Gelanor 
came  from  a  Grove,  and  faid,  Come  hither,  my 
Lord;  come,  and,  if  poffible,  prevent  Chrifel 
and  Zoram  from  cutting  each  others  throats. 

How  ! 

L  4  As 
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As  they  were  croffing  the  gardens  about  two 
hours  fmce,  they  mutually  accufed  each  other  of 
maclnefs  j  but,  meeting  with  a  guefr,  who  inform- 
ed them  of  the  virtues  of  the  Palace,  they  were 
terrified  to  think  what  they  had  faid  to  the  Ge- 
nius and  the  Queen,  and  went  privately  to  con- 
cert what  meafures  were  beft  to  take.  From 
this  converfation  they  learnt  that  they  really  had 
no  friend/hip  for  each  other;  each,  queftioned, 
was  forced  to  confefs  each  had  committed  recipro- 
cal wrongs,  formerly  and  recently  ;  till  at  laft 
they  determined  to  fight,  and  are  not  many  yards 
diftant. 

Bring  me  to  the  place,  faid  Philamir,  and  I 
will  endeavour  to  reconcile  them. 

Ah  !  my  Lord,  replied  the  Philofopher,  you 
know  not  how  difficult  it  is  to  effecl:  a  reconci- 
liation in  this  Palace. 

The  Prince  came  upj  juft  as  Chrifel  and  Zo- 
ram  were  making  their  attack ;  he  ran  between 
them,  and  the  two  Courtiers  owned  they  did  not 
wifh  to  fight,  and  fhould  be  very  glad  if  they 
could  be  reconciled  again.  Well  then,  faid  the 
Prince,  forget  the  paft,  and  embrace. 

Chrifel  immediately  approached  Zoram  with 
a  good  grace,  who  met  him  with  open  arms. 
Zoram  faid,  with  a  fmiling  countenance,  I  here 
fwear  eternal  hatred. 

And 


THE    TALES    OF    THE    CASTLE.        225 

And  fo  do  I,  replied  Chrifel. 

What  is  it  you  fay,  exclaimed  Philamir  ? 

Y-..U  hear  his  perfidy,  laid  Zoram :  though  I 
have  the  fame  fentiments. 

In  the  name  of  heaven,,  cried  Philamir,  be- 
filent,  and  be  calm. 

My  Lord,  anfwered  Chrif.1,  were  it  poflible  to 
difTemble,  I  would  trick  the  traitor ;  but  we  are 
forced  to  fpeak  what  we  think,"  and  cannot  con- 
ceal our  mutual  refentment.  I  fee  it  is  ufclefs  ra 
ftrive  againft  the  invincible  virtue  of  this  Palace, 
for  I  am  obliged  to  fpeak  truth.  I,  who  have 
carried  the  profound  art  of  diflimulation  fo  far  ; 
yes,  1  have  loll  the  fruits  of  ten  years  ftudy. 

You  Chrifel  gave  the  firft  offence,  replied  the 
Prince  ;  endeavour  therefore  to  fay  a  fmgle  word 
in  excufe  to  Zoram,  who,  I  am  fure>  will  have 
the  moderation  to  be  fatisfied. 

I  cannot,  faid  Chrifel ;  if  I  attempt  to  fpeak,  I 
{hall  only  add  to  the  infults  I  have  already  uttered. 

No ;  we  muft  fight,  faid  Zoram,  honour  will 
have  it  fo ;  deign,  therefore,  my  Lord,  to  be  a 
witnefs  of  the  combat.  I  flatter  myfelf  tha£  at 
the  very  firft  wound,  however  flight,  it  may  be, 
you  will  run  to  part  us. 

So  faying,  they  again  drew  their  fwords,  and 

the  combat  began.     After  a  few  minutes  Chrifel 

L  5 
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was  touched  in  the  hand.  Enough,  faid  the 
Prince,  ilop.  .  " 

Very  willingly,  replied  Chrifel ;  however,  my 
Lord,  be  explicit,  if  you  think  it  rieceflary,  I  am 
ready  to  go  on.  I  am  very  much  attached  to  life, 
but  honour  is  ftill  more  dear  to  me. 

Such  alfo  are  my  fentiments,  added  Zoram. 

Honour  is  fatisned,  faid  the  Prince,  therefore 
feparate.  _ 

Chrifel  and  Zoram,  on  hearing  this,  left  the 
field  of  battle,  and  the  Pfince  returned  towards 
the  Palace. 

7'he  Genius  and  the  Queen  had  likewife  juil 
had  a  moft  difagreeable  convention.  Altemira, 
notwithftanding  her  promifes,  could  not  forbear 
to  queftion  Phanor ;  and  his  anfwers  had  fo  fur- 
prized  and  angered  her  that  the  Monarch  and 
Queen  had  aimed  come  to  an  open  rupture,  were 
each  fullen,  and  did  not  fpeak. 

Zeolide  appeared  fo  melancholy  and  cold  that 
Philamir  feared  fhe  had  heard  of  his  adventure  in 
the  Orange- Grove.  The  fupper  was  far  from 
chearful;  the  unfortunate  Arifteus  durft  not  make 
his  appearance,  and  Zoram  and  Chrifel  ihewed 
not  the  leaft  eagernefs  to  pay  their  Court. 
Pain  is,  overwhelmed  with  grief,  was  forrowful 
and  filent  -,  the  Queen  and  the  Genius  were 
plunged  in  a  profound  revery  5  and  Philamir,  de- 
voured 
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voured   by   inquietude,  trembled  as   he  fpoke  to 
Zeolide,  who  fcarce  deigned  to  make  him  a  reply. 

The  next  morning,  Philamir,  who  had  patted 
the  night  in  refle&ing  on  his  fituation,  determin- 
ed to  demand  an  explanation  from  the  Princefs. 
He  went  therefore  in  fearch  of  her,  and,  as  foon 
as  he  found  himfelf  alone  with  her  and  Palmis, 
he  threw  himfelf  at  her  feet,  and  faid,  Oh  !  par- 
don me,  Zeolide  ;  I  fee  you  know  all,  and  there- 
fore I  am  ready  to  confefs. 

Know  all  what  ?  interrupted  Zeolide. 

My  adventure  with  Azema. 

I  know  nothing  of  it,  but  I  now  infift  on  know- 
ing it  circumftantialJy. 

When  Philamir  heard  this,  he  heartily  repent- 
ed his  indifcretion,  but  he  could  not  retract ;  he 
was  obliged  to  fatisfy  the  jealous  curiofity  of  the 
Princefs,  and  forced  to  own  that  Azema  might 
for  a  moment  have  feduced  him,  had  fhe  not 
ihevvn  fo  perverfe  and  black*  a  heart. 

Thus  then,  faid  Zeolide,  had  you  not  been  in 
this  Palace,  and  could  this  woman  have  conceal- 
ed the  atrocity  of  her  mind,  and  the  corrupt- 
nefs  of  her  morals,  fhe  might  have  rendered  you 
faithlefs. 

Oh  !  Zeolide,  cried  Philamir,  forget  this  mo- 
mentary crime  ;  my  repentance  is  moft  fincere : 
I  love  you,  and  only  you. 

L  6  And 
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And  I,  replied  Zeolidc,  haughtily,  fhall  difdain 
you  ever  hereafter  ;  you  are  no  longer  worthy  of 
me,  and  henceforth  I  renounce  you. 

So  faying,  the  Princefs  flew  to  the  other  end 
of  the  chamber,  and  {hut  herfelf  up  with  Pal- 
mis  in  her  own  room. 

Here  Zeolide  gave  a  free  courfe  to  her  tears, 
and  a  thoufand  times  repeated  Fhilamir  was  an 
ungrateful  faithlefs  man,  whom  fhe  would  never 
iee  more.  PaJmis  long  kept  filence,  but  at  laft 
was  obliged  to  anfwer.  Alas  !  madam,  faid  (he, 
•what  fhall  I  fay?  Were  I  not  here,  I  might  pre- 
tend to  feel  as  you  do  till  you  became  cooler,  and 
I  b/  degrees  could  difpofe  you  to  liften,  and  in- 
fenfibly  return  to  reafon. 

To  reafon  !  How  !  Am  I  then  unreafonable  ? 

Yes,  madam. 

You  muft  have  very  little  delicacy. 

I  have  more  experience  than  you,   madam. 

Your  manner  of  thinking  greatly  diminifhes 
the  efteem  I  had  for  you. 

I  anger,  I  irritate  you ;  I  forefaw  I  fhould  j 
you  are  under  the  dominion  of  pailion,  and  I  can- 
not ufe  thofe  means  your  fituation  requires. 

This  is  infupportable. But  let  me  hear  you 

try  to  prove  how  Fhilamir  is  excufable  ? 

I  fhould  fail  at  prefent,   permit  me  to  be  filenr, 

Noi  I  will  know  what  you  think. 

Well 
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Well,  fmce  it  muft  be  fo,  1  think  that  in  this 
affair  you  have  not  common  fenfe.  Philamir  is 
only  twenty :  a  very  pardonable  curiofity,  and 
not  an  intention  to  deceive  you,  led  him  to  the 
rendezvous ;  that  ccquette  is  charming  ;  he,  for 
a  moment,  forgot  himfelf,  was  wrong,  felt  he 
was,  and  repented.  This  is  the  only  error  love 
can  reproach  him  with;  he  now  knows  coquettes, 
defpifes  them  moft  fincerely,  loves  you  pailion- 
ately,  and  well  deferves  his  pardon. 

Never  fhall  he  obtain  it. 

Will  you  be  mad  enough  then  to  exact  perfect 
fidelity  from  your  Lover  ? 

Yes  ;  {  will  be  mad  enough. Affection  can- 
not fubfift  if  it  be  not  fmcerely  reciprocal. 

True  ;  and  therefore  is  the  duration  of  love  fo 
Ihort.  It  is  not  poffible  for  a  man  to  have  as 
much  delicacy  as  an  affectionate  and  virtuous 
woman ;  and  the  moft  tender  Lover  muft  foon  be 
difcarded,  if  his  miftrefs  has  neither  indulgence 
nor  credulity. 

That  is,  you  think  me  romantic. 

Exceffively  fo. 

And  do  not  pity  me. 

I  am  forry  to  fee  you  fuffer ;  but,  when  I  com- 
pare your  fituation  to  mine,  it  is  impoffible  to 
feel  any  great  companion, 

Thofe 
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Thofe  who  attach  themfelyes  to  a  coxcomb 
merit  but  to<;  well  the  mifery  you  have  f  it. 

And   thofe  who  attach  r  ,  to  a  1 

under   twenty    ought    to.  expe-3:  vexations  r   ,ich 
more  real  than  what  you  complain  of. 

What  a  reproach  !   How  unfeei 

You  firft  began. 

I  had  no  intention  to  vex  you ;  I  fpoke  what  I 
thought,  without  reflexion. 

And  you  have  hurt  me  cruelly which  I  fhall 

remember  after  to-day. 

I  (hall  never  forget  the  infenfibility  you  have 
difcovered. 

You  are  neither  juft  nor  reafonable. 

This  is  too  much,  interrupted  Zeolide ;  leave 
me  5  I  expected  confolation,  and  you  aggravate 
my  pains;  leave  me. 

Palmis  rofe  with  vexation  in  her  countenance,, 
and  left  the  room  without  anfwering  a  word. 

And  fo,  cried  the  Princefs,  melting  into  tears, 
Philamir  has  betrayed  me,  and  Palmis  loves  me 

no  longer.     I  have  loft  them  both  at  once. 

But  I  have  a  mother  itill. 

Zeolide  dried  her  tears,  and  went  to  the  Queen's 
apartment, Altemira  was  the  beft  and  ten- 
dered of  mothers  ;  Z^olide  told  her  all  her  for- 
rows,  and  the  Queen  partook  her  griefs,  and  even 
her  refentment,  How  guilty  did  Philamir,  efpe- 

cially, 


THE    TALES    OF    THE    CASTLE.       231 

cialJy,  appear  !  He  had  forgotten  Zeolide  for  a 
moment;  but  fuch,  faid  me,  are  men.  Alas  !  did 
you  know,  my  daughter,  what  coi.fcilions  I  have 

torn  from  your  father's  hofom But  Phi  lam  if  is 

tome  a  thoufand  times  ftill  more  inexcufable ; 
yes,  my  child,  the  greateft  wrong  that  can  be 
done  me  is  to  aiflict  thee  ;  thy  pangs  are  the  only 
gnes  i  cannot  fupport  with  fortitude,  they  rend 
my  heart. 

Oh  my  mother  !  cried  Zeolide,  in  you  I  find 
all  the  tendernefs  I  experienced  before  we  entered 
this  Palace,  you  are  the  only  one  whofe  language 
is  frill  the  fame. 

Yes,  my  dear  Zeoljde,  there  arc  no  illufions 
mingled  with  the  affections  of  nature ;  a  good 
mother  cannot  fpeak  more  than  fhe  feels,  nor 
paint  tendernefs  more  paffionate.  than  her  heart 
proves. 

Zeolide,  penetrated  with  gratitude,  clafped 
her  mother's  neck,  whilft  the  tears  of  filial  af- 
fection gladdened  her  maternal  bofom,.  and  fof- 
tened  each  of  their  forrows. 

^he  two  Princefies  pafTed  feveral  days  in  the 
company  of  each  other ;  at  laft  they  confented  to 
receive  the  fageand  virtuous  Gelanor.  The  Phi- 
lofopher  incited  a  fpirit  of  indulgence  ;  the  Queen 
admitted  Phancr  -,  Zeolide  went  herfelf  in  fearch 
of  Palmis,  and  the  two  friends  tenderly  embraced 

each 
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each  other.  Explanations,  however,  in  the  Pa- 
lace of  Truth,  could  not  diffipate  all  the  clouds  that 
had  rifen.  Gelanor  conducted  Philarnir  to  the 
feet  of  Zeolide.  The  Princefs  wifhed  to  allure 
Philamir  fhe  had  forgotten  the  paft;  but  was 
forced  to  tell  him  her  love  was  fome-what  leffen- 
ed,  and  that  fhe  fecretly  preferved  a  little  refent- 
ment  and  fufpicion.  The  Prince  was  grieved, 
and  was  obliged  to  own  too  he  was  .fomewhat 
vexed;  and,  had  it  not  been  for  the  remonftran- 
ces  and  advice  of  Gelanor,  the  two  lovers  would 
have  fallen  out  again  ;  but  they  preferved  appear* 
ances,  though  nothing  could  re-eftablilh  their 
former  good  underdandirg. 

The  Genius,  having  interrogated  Arifteus  cir- 
cumftantially,  learnt  that,  if  he  had  not  been 
fcrupuloufly  virtuous,  he  had  ineftima'ble  quali- 
ties; at  leaft,  that  he  poffefTed  probity  and  real 
patriotic  fentiments — In  Chrifel  he  difcovered  a 
flattering  and  ambitious  Courtier,  but  a  faithful 
fubje&j  and  as  for  Zoram,  he  was  rather  ridi- 
culous than  vicious. 

Follow  my  advice,  faid  Gelanor  to  the  Genius;, 
treat  thefe  Courtiers  with  indulgence,  but  grant 
them  no  more  a  blind  confidence;  let  them 
hencefo/th  find,  the  only  means  to  obtain  jour 
favour  is  by  rectitude  and  virtue,  and  they  will 
become  new  raent  When  Monarchs  have  arrived 

at 
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at  an  age  of  maturity,  and  towards  the  end  of 
their  reign,  they  are  then  the  real  formers  of 
Courtiers,  and  either  pervert  or  make  them  vir- 
tuous. 

Phanor  followed  his  advice,  and  recal'ed  his 
Courtiers,  who  had  been  fhut  up  in  a  cor- 
ner of  the  Palace  ;  but  (ociety  was  no  longer 
agreeable  j  no  perfon  durft  open  his  lips,  left  he 
fhould  fay  fomething  impertinent  ;  and,  when 
forced  to  break  this  obftinate  filence,  trembled 
as  he  fpoke,  and  feldom  uttered  2,  word  but  was 
either  ill-timed  or  offenfive.  All  execrated  the 
Palace,  and  the  only  pleafure  they  could  find  in 
it  was  to  converfe  with  the  travellers  with  which 
it  fwarmed. 

One  evening,  Philamir^more  difcontented  with 
Zeolide,  and  ibrrovvml,  than  ordinary,  went  to 
feek  Gelanor,  and  relate  his  new  caufe  of  grief. 
He  had  never  been  in  the  apartment  of  this  ve- 
nerable old  man,  but  was  conducted  thither  by 
an  attendant.  As  foon^as  he  came  to  the  door, 
he  opened  it,  entered,  and  faw  a  young  beautiful 
lady,  in  long  mourning  robes,  fitting  by  the 
Philofopher's  fide,  holding  a  book,  and  reading 
aloud.  Gelanor  appeared  embarrafTed  at  the 
fight  of  the  Prince  j  Philamir,  furprized,  advan-  i 
ced  towards  the  charming  lady,  and  aiked  her  if 
{he  was  juft  arrived. 

I  have 
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I  have  been  here  thefe  fix  weeks,  -fhe  replied. 

Six  weeks  !  And  nobody  yet  mentioned  your 
name ;  you  have,  no  doubt,  lived  concealed  ;    it  ' 
is  not  elfe  poffible  you  fhould  have  remained  un- 
known, 

My  fit  nation  has  obliged  me  to  fly  fociety,  and 
I  am  fond  of  folitude  ;  I  fee  no  perfon  here  but 
Gelanor,  to  whom  I  liften,  by  whom  I  am  in- 
ftrueled,  and  I  feek  no  other  pleafures. 

The  Prince  wifhes  to  fpeak  to  me,  Mirza,  in- 
terrupted the  Plvilofopher,  fomewhat  bluntly. 

I  am  in  no  great  hafte,  replied  Philamir. 

But  I  fhould  wifh  to  hear  you  immediately, 
faid  Gelanor  ;  leave  us  Mirza. 

The  beauteous  Mirza  laid  her  book  upon  the 
table,  and,  after  a  very  low  courtefy,  retired. 

What  a  charming  lady,  cried  Philamir  !  how 
modefr,  how  graceful !  wherefore  is  fhe  in 
mourning  ? 

She  is  a  widow. 

How  long  has  fhe  been  fo  ? 

About  a  month;  her  hufband  was  very  ill 
when  he  arrived,  and  died  in  a  fortnight. 

I  will  engage  that  her  understanding  equals 
her  beauty  -• — Why  are  you  filent  ? 

And  wherefore  thefe  queftions  ? 

Mere  curiofity. 

Take 
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Take  care,  my  lord,  of  curiofity  ;  it  is  too 
natural  to  youth;  and  remember  whither  it  may 
lead. 

Mine  is  very  innocent But  tell  me,  Ge- 

lanor,  has  Mirza  much  underftanding  ? 

Yes,  much. 

Then  fhe  poflcffes  every  perfection. 

l:ut  did  you  come,  my  lord,  to  fpeak  of  Mirza. 

What  I  have  to  fay  is  not  very  interefting— 
A  repetition  of  old  griefs.  I  am  di (contented  ; 
Zeolide  is  no  longer  the  fame  ;  her  temper  is  quite 
altered — Vexed,  irritated  at  nothing Her  re- 
proaches are  eternal- 1  am  tired  of  all  this— - 

Mirza  has  an  air  of  fuch  mildnefs,    fuch  tender- 
nefs Is  ihe  chearful  ? 

Why,  my  lord,  do  you  afk  ? — Let  us  fpeak 
of  the  Princefs ;  for  never  fince  I  have  inhabited 
the  Palace  of  Truth,  have  I  read  a  heart  more 
noble,  more  pure,  more  affectionate,  than  her's. 

Pray  did  fhe  love  her  hufband  ? 
.    Her  hufband  ! — Of  whom  are  you  fpeaking  ? 

Of  Mirza. 

Really,  my  lord,  you  are  not  worthy  to  poflefs 
the  heart  of  the  moft  charming  Princefs  on  earth. 
What  a  difference  there  is  between  your  fen- 
•timents  and  thofe  of  Zeolide  ?  Among  all  the 
men  here  affembled,  and  many  of  them  are 
amiable,  Zeolide  fees  only  you  ;  all  eyes  are  fixed 

on 
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on  her,  and  I  know  two  or  three  Princes  who 
love  her  to  diftra<5tion ;  Zeolide  only  is  ignorant 
of  their  love,  or  at  leaft  never  remembers  it. 

And  I,  replied  Philamir,  love  none  but  Zeo- 
lide j  and  as  I  fhould  certainly  excite  her  jealoufy, 
were  I  to  fee  Mirza  again,  I  promife  never  to 
return  to  this  apartment. 

Gelanor  highly  praifed  this  refolution,  which 
Philamir  ftriclly  kept. 

The  Prince  left  the  Philofopher,  and  vifited 
Palmis,  for  whom  he  had  conceived  a  great 
friendfhip.  Palmis  had  not  the  delicacy  of  Zeo- 
lide, confequently  could  not  always  in  her  heart 
approve  her  manner  of  thinking.  Being  obliged 
to  fpeak  as  (lie  thought,  when  Philamir  complained 
of  Zeolide,  Palmis,  though  with  regret,  could 
not  avoid  owning  the  Princefs  was  fometimes 
unreafonable. 

Philamir  and  Palmis  were  converfing  together, 
when  Zeolide  unexpectedly  entered.  The  Prince 

and  Palmis  blufhed What,  I  embarrafs  you? 

faid  Zeolide. 

Yes,  madam,  replied  Palmis. 

Of  whom  were  you  fpeaking  ? — Nay,  anfwer. 

Of  you;  the  Prince  complained  of  your  temper. 

Well,  and  what  do  you  fay  ? 

That  he  was  right,  and  that  it  was  not  to  be 
borne. 

So 
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So  then,  you  endeavour  to  increafe  his  ill  opi- 
nion of  me? Were  I  really  capricious  and 

unreafonable,  ought  my  friend  to  fay   fo  ?  efpe- 
cially  to 

You  forget,  madam,  we  are  in  the  Palace  of 
Truth ;  could  I  fpeak  as  I  wifh,  my  firft  care 
fhould  be  to  perfuade  the  Prince  he  is  always 
wrong  when  he  thinks  difadvantageoufly  of  you. 

Zeolide  had  nothing  to  reply,  but  was  vexed 
and  filent.  Philamir  and  Palmis  durft  not  ven- 
ture a  word.  At  laft,  the  Princefs,  heaving  a 
deep  figh,  faid,  you  really  are  both  of  you  very 
agreeable  company  !—  What  are  you  thinking 
of,  Philamir  ? 

Of  Mirza. 

Mirza  !  who  is  Mirza  ? 

A  young  and  charming  widow,  Vhom  I  met 
to-day,  by  chance  in  Gelanor's  apartment. 

And  whom  you  are,  no  doubt  in  love  with. 

1  love  none  but  Zeolide. 

But  you  mean  to  fee  this  charming  Mirza  again  ? 

No ;  I  will  facrifice  to  you  the  pleafure  I  fhould 
take  in  her  converfation. 

Then  you  think  me  jealous. 

I  do. 

Alas !  Why  can  I  not  fay  I  have  too  much 
pride  to  feel  any  fuch  emotion ;  rnuft  you,  in 
fpite  of  myfelf,  know  all  my  foibles  ? 

The 
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The  Princefs  could  not  retain  her  tears . 

Nothing    but  weeping    and    reproaches,    cried 
thilamir. 

Scarcely  had  he  pronounced  thefe  words,  ere 
he  felt  the  effecl:  theymuft  necefiarily  produce 
in  the  heart  of  Zeolide,  and  fell  at  her  feet. 
Zeolide  rejected  him  with  angers  your  want  of 

feeling,  faid  fhe,  is  fhocking. No,   you  love 

me  not ;    or,  at  leaft,  you  are  incapable  of  love 
like  mine — Dare  to  affirm  the  contrary. 

Would  I  could. 

You  confefs  you  do  not  love  me,  then  ? 

Oh  !  Zeolide,  do  not  overwhelm  me  thus ;  my 
foul  is  not  fo  pure,  fo  delicate  as  your's,  but  all  I 
can  feel  I  feel  for  you. 

I  underftand— You  only  efteem  me. 

If  I  did  nat  pronounce  the  word  Love,  it  is  be- 
caufe  you  yourfelf  have  prohibited  the  expreffion, 

Yes,  before  we  came  to  this  Palace. 

The  inftant  fhe  had  faid  this,  Zeolide  blufhed, 
and  turned  away  her  head,  to  hide  her  confufion. 
Philamir  fmiled,  and  feized  the  hand  of  the  Prin- 
cefsj  which  he  tenderly  clafped  between  his  own, 
Zeolide  drew  back  her  hand  ;  pray  tell  me,  faid 
fhe,  how  it  is  poflible,  having  only  feen  this 
very  beautiful  lady  once,  you  fhould  fo  paflionately 
defire  to  fee  her  again  ? 

I  do  not  defire  it  pajfionately* 

Did 
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Did  you  not  fay  you  would  facrlfice  this  plea- 
fure  to  me  ? 

I  did ;  had  I  had  the  pov/er  of  chufing  my  own 
words,  i  fhould  have  made  ufe  of  fome  other. 

But,  in  fa:i,  your  abftinence  is  a  facrifice. 

It  is;  (he  is  amiable,  witty,  and  her  company 
would  have  given  me  pleafure ;  I  regret  it,  and 
cannot  avoid  feeing  your  jealoufy. 

My  jealoufy,  cried  Zeolide,  with  extreme  vex- 
ation, what  expreffions  !  What  language  ! — Yet, 
alas !  it  is  too  true  ;  I  have  been  ridiculoufly 
jealous,  I  condemn  m)fclf  for  it,  and  were  we 
not  in  this  fatal  Hace,  it  would  never  have  been 
known. 

Some  days  after  this  converfation,  as  Philamir 
was  walking,  according  to  his  cuitom,  in  the 
Alley  of  Palm-trees,  he  perceivedf  at  a  diftance, 
the  beautiful  Mirza,  greatly  agitated.  She  ap- 
proached the  Prince,  and  with  a  difturbed  and 

timid  air,  exclaimed,  Pardon  me,  my  lord 1 

am  in  great  diftrefs 1   have  been  feeking   a 

pocket-book,  which  I  have  loft  above  this  hour  j 
have  you  found  it  ? 

No,  replied  the  Prince  ;  and  I  am  forry  I  have 
not,  ilnce  I  fee  how  exceedingly  you  are  afflicted. 

It  contains  my  fecret. 
Your  fecret ! 

I  have 
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I  have  had  the  indifcretion  to  write  down  my 

feelings  in  that  book But  I  muft  fay  no  more 

• Adieu,  my  lord,  and  if  by  chance  you  fhould 

find  my  pocket-book,  deign  to  promife  you  will 
reftore  it  me,  and  efpecially  that  you  will  not 
open  it. 

I  will  not. — But  if  I  /hould  be  fo  fortunate  as 
to  find  it,  how  fhall  I  fee  you  to  return  it  ? 
I  will  be  here  at  this  time  to-morrow. 
So  laying,  Mirza~  departed,  and,  as  fhe  went, 
twice  turned  her  head  to  look  at  the  Prince,  who 
followed  her  with  his  eyes,  and  fighed  when  fhe 
was  out  of  fight. 

Philamir,  in  vain,  endeavoured  to  find  the 
pocket-took  j  he  fearched  the  gardens  round  and 
round,  but  unfuccefsfully.  As,  about  noon,  he 
was  returning  to  wards  the  Palace,  he  met  the  three 
Courtiers,  Arifteus,  Chrife),  and  Zoram,  all  in 
convcrfation.  Surprifed  to  fee  them  fo  intimate, 
he  approached,  and  complimented  them  on  the 
occafion.  Ah  !  my  lord,  cried  Chrifel,  our  mu- 
tual fears  have  united  us. 
How  fo  ? 

Had  we  betrayed  the  State,  we  could  net  be  in 
greater  peril;  nothing  can  fave  us,  we  are  loft 
beyond  redemption. 
What  do  you  mean  ? 

Phanor, 


THE    TALES    OF    THE    CASTLE.      24! 

Phanor,  this  evening,  has  invited  us  to  be  pre- 
fent,  while  he  reads  a  Play,  written  by  himfelf. 

But  the  Piece  may  be  good. 

Unfortunately  for  us,  it  is  execrable.  We 
heard  it  fix  months  ago,  and  perfuaded  Phanor  it 
was  a  chef-d'oeuvre. 

I  conceive  your  perplexity;  the  Genius  has, 
perhaps,  invited  you  to  this  new  reading,  only  to 
your  fincerity  to  the  proof. 

Oh  !  no ;  he  is  perfe&ly  fecure,  and  that  is  the 
worft  part  of  the  affair;  he  believes  we  have 
flattered  him  on  every  poflible  fubjecl:,  this  alone 
excepted. 

But  why  would  he  read  a  work  you  have  al- 
ready heard  ? 

Becaufe  he  has  made  many  alterations ;  there 
are  likewife  two  celebrated  Authors,  juft  arrived, 
whom  he  intends  to  aftonim  and  confound,  by 
reading  them  his  produdtion. 

He  will  be  too  bufy  with  them  to  obferve  you. 

Yes,  but  it  is  neceflary  to  cry  and  laugh  at  this 
infernal  piece ;  which  are  impofiible,  in  this  place, 
for  it  would  be  immediately  feen  whether  the 
tears  were  or  were  not  real. 

May  not  an  Author  be  deceived,  think  you  ? 
Is  there,  in  fac"t,  a  charm  fufficiently  ftrong  to 
prevent  an  Author  from  being  a  dupe  ?  Let  us 

VOL.  v.  M  only 
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only  be  confident,    my  friends,  and  J    hope  the 
Genius  will  not  be  able  to  read  our  countenances. 

Befides,  added  Philamir,  his  attention  will  be 
wholly  directed  towards  thefe  newly  arrived  Au-^ 
thors,  w  o  will  fpealc  without  apprehenfion,  not 
knowing  the  effects  of  the  place  they  are  in. 

True,  my  lord ;  and,  in  order  to  keep  them  in 
ignorance,  on  this  fubjecl:,  till  the  reading  is 
over,  they  have  been  taken  to  an  apartment  dif- 
tant  from  thofe  of  other  guefts. 

Did  they  come  both  together  ? 

No;  and,  as  it  is  already  known  they  hate  each 
other,  they  are  feparately  lodged. 

The  Genius  appeared,  and  the  converfation 
changed. — I  warrant,  faid  Phanor,  you  were 
fpeaking  of  my  play. 

Yes,  my  lord,  anfrered  Zoram,  trembling. 
>I  am  certain  you  were  not  fpeaking  againft  it ; 
for  never  fhall  I  forget  how  you  were  affected 
•when  you  heard  it  firft.  To-day  you  will  be  ftill 
more  delighted,  for  I  have  made  fuch  additions  ! 
So  fublime !  Our  Authors  will  be  fomewhat  fur- 
prized  ;  and,  as  they  do  not  know  the  virtues  of 
this  Palace,  I  am  certain  they  will  teftify  as  much 
jealoufy  as  admiration.  What  think  you. 

Nobody,   my  lord,    can  be  jealous    of  your 
wit. 

What, 
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What,  becaufe  of  my  rank  !  I  allure  you  that 
is  no  impediment.  About  a  year  agoj  I  read  this 
very  piece  to  a  man  of  real  wit,  but  who  is  him- 
feJf  a  writer ;  well,  fir,  he  could  not  hide  his 
jealoufy;  his  praife  was  fo  cold,  fo  aukward,  his 
perplexity  fo  great,  and  his  fufferings  fo  cruel,  he 
really  excited  my  compaffion.  The  vanity  of  an 
Author  is  abfolutely  unaccountable.  *  As  forme, 
I  am  juft,  and  do  not  deceive  myfelf.  Often,  in 
the  courfe  of  my  exiftence,  have  I  been  deceived, 
but  never  on  that  fubjecl: ;  never  was  flattered 

there And  why?    Becaufe  the  thing  is   irn- 

poflible. 

Phanor's  confidence  and  difcourfe  made  the 
Courtiers  neart  fhrinks  within  them.  After  din- 
ner, the  Genius  fent  to  inform  Learchus  and 
Tarfis  he  was  ready  to  receive  them  j  and  the 
former  arriving  firft,  Phanor  interrogated  him 
concerning  Tarfis.  I  hate  him,  replied  Learchus, 
though  the  principle  of  my  hatred  obliges  me  to 
diflemble ;  I  wish  to  feem  equitable  j  fecretly  I 
caluminate,  publicly  I  praife  him,  but  in  an  art- 
ful manner;  I  have  no  intention  to  do  him  juf- 
tice,  but  to  perfuade  the  world  Ido. 

You  hear  !  faid  the  Genius,  whifpering  Chrifel, 

with  a  fmile  .of  penetration  :  fuch  is  the  envy  of 

M  2  which 
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which   I  jufl  now    fpokc,    and  hence  you   may 
imagine  if  I  do  not  know  the  human  heart. 

Tarfis  entered,  and,  after  a  moment's  conver- 
fation,  Phanor  unfolded  his.  manufcript :  the  two 
authors  placed  themfelves  oppofite,  Philamir  and 
the  Courtiers  by  his  fide,  and  the  Genius  thus 
began : 

I  muft  firft  inform  you.  Gentlemen,  this  Play 
is  a  Mailer-Piece. 

Yes,  anfwered  Learchus,  that  is  cuftomary; 
a  reading  is  feldom  begun,  till  fomething  like 
this  has  firft  been  faid ;  but  you  need  not  fear, 
my  Lord,  we  (hall  none  of  us  fpeak  a  word  of 
what  we  think,  we  will  load  you  with  praifes. 

Tarfis  was  confounded  to  hear  him:  he  could 
not  conceive  it  pofiible  to  carry  truth  and  indif- 
cretion  fo  far.  The  Genius  fmiled — Yes,  faid 
he,  I  can  depend  upon  your  fincerity,  and  am 
well  afTured  you  will  be  obliged  to  praife  what 
you  fhall  hear.  Know  then,  Gentlemen,  you 
will  melt  into  tears  during  the  firft  and  fecond 
aft,  laugh  at  every  fpeech  in  the  third  and  fourth, 
and  be  aftonifhed  to  find  the  fifth  fo  fublime. 
The  ftyle  is  elegant  and  pure,  the  characters  na- 
tural and  well  fuftained,  the  plot  artfully  ma- 
naged, and  the  denoument  admirable. 

Very 
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Very  frank,  upon  my  word,  cried  Tarfis. 
Authors  ufually  fay  as  much,  but  it  is  in  a  far- 
fetched and  ambiguous  manner.  For  my  part, 
my  Lord,  I  like  your  proud  plain  way  better; 
it  is  at  lead  more  comic,  and  may  give  one  a 
love  for  modefly. 

I  own,  replied  Phanor,  when  I  am  at  home, 
I  cannot  help  fpeaking  thus  undifguifedly ;  my 
language  may  aftonifh,  but  you  will  foon  fee, 
however,  there  is  nothing  really  extravagant  in 
all  I  have  faid. 

The  Genius  then  began  to  read,  and,  as  it  was 
neceflary  to  weep  during  the  two  firft  acts,  the 
Courtiers  took  out  their  handkerchiefs,  and  hid 
. their  faces.  The  Genius  flopped  almoft  at  every 
•line:  obferve,  faid  he,  how  profound  is  that  re- 
flexion !  how  original  that  thought !  how  philo- 
fophic  this  !  and  fpoke  fo  continually,  during 
thefe  interruptions,  and  between  the  acts,  and 
praifed  himfelf  fo  much,  that  his  auditors  had  ab- 
'folutely  no  room  to  fay  any  thing.  The  two 
Authors  feemed  very  attentive,  and  finding  the 
device  of  the  handkerchiefs  a  very  happy  one, 
they  made  ufe  of  the  fame  expedient  and  hid 
their  faces.  Phanor  triumphed,  when  he  beheld 
all  their  handkerchiefs  in  motion  at  the  end  of 
the  fecond  act.  Come,  come,  faid  he,  dry  your 
tears  and  prepare  to  laugh. 

M  3  Phanor 
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Phanor  fet  the  example,  when  .he  thought  it 
was  necefTary  to  laugh.  How  humorous  this  is, 
how  full  of  wit  is  that,  cried  he,  every  inftant  ; 
there  are  a  few  free  ftrokes,  and  fome  double- 
entenders,  but  thefe  are  the  tafte  of  the  age,  and 
we  cannot  make  folks  laugh  without  them  ;  to 
unite  decency  and  wit  is  too  hard  a  tafk  ;  and,  for 
my  part,  }  only  wifh  to  pleafe,  therefore  do  not 
.  perplex  myfelf  about  morality  or  good  manners, 
buc  facrifice  them  v/ithout  fcruple,  every  time  a 
ftroke  of  wit  or  feduclive  defcription  invite. 

There  is  nothing  wonderful  in  that,  replied 
Lcarchus,  we  do  the  fame;  it  is  neceflary,  how- 
ever, for  form's  fake,  though  a  work  may  be  licen- 
tious to  excef>,  to  fcatter  a  certain  quantity  of  fen- 
timents  through  it,  and  moral  phrdfes;  after  the 
moft  free  and  indecent  traits,  one  is  charmed  to 
fee  an  eulogium  on  virtue;,  fuch  a  thing  is  not 
expected  in  fuch  a  place,  but  the  furprize  is  for 
that  reafon  the  more  agreeable. 

No  "doubt,  anfwered  Phanor,  and  you  will  find 
I  underftood  this  fmefie ;  for  my  play  ends  with 
four  veifes,  which  tell  the  fpeifbitors  it  has  a 
moral  purpofe ;  though  1  can  allure  you>  without 
feeking  to  raife  myftlf  in  your  eftecm,  I  had  no 
Other  purpofe  but  that  of  difplaying  my  fu- 
perior  abilities.  But  let  us  go  on  to  the  fourth 
aft. 

Pray, 
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Pray,  my  lord,  muft  we  laugh  (till  ?  faid 
Tarfis. 

Oh  !  I  underftand  you,  returned  Phanor : 
filence,  if  you  pleafe,  and  liften. 

During  the  three  lait  fcen^s  of  this  aft,  Lear- 
chus  and  Tarfis  feveral  times  endeavoured  to 
burft  into  a  laugh ;  and  the  Genius,  reclining  to- 
ivards  Zoram,  faid,  foftly,  Do  you  not  obierve  ? 
Envy  will  not  let  them  laugh,  only  from  th-e 
teeth  outwards  ;  how  the  Hag  gnaws  their  hearts  '> 
this  is  much  more  flattering  to  me  than  all  the 
praifes  they  could  poffibly  give,  for  my  vanity 
is  equally  clear-fightcd  and  delicate. 

As  foon  as  he  had  ended,  the  Genius  rofe, 
rubbed  his  hands,  and,  fmiling,  faid,  Thefe  Gen- 
tlemen will  not  explain  themfelves,  and  we  fhall 
fee  the  exact  {rate  of  their  thoughts. 

lam  in  the  utmoft  perplexity,  my  lord. 

And  fo  am  I,  I  allure  you. 

Oh  !  I  do  not  doubt  that,  cried  Phanor,  with 
malignity. 

It  is  difficult  to  praife  you  my  Lord. 

That  is  to  fay,  you  cannot  find  expreilions ; 
this  is  the  greateft  praife  you  can  give. 

I  have  never  heard  any  thing  fo  extravagant, 
fo  wild. 

'    M  4  As 
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As  my  third  and  fourth  act,  very  true,  they  arc 
out  of  the  common  road ;  thus  you  fee  I  did  not 
exaggerate,  when  I  told  you  you  would  find  hu- 
mour abfolutely  run  wild.  It  muft  be  owned, 
Chrifel,  added  the  Genius,  it  is  charming  to 
hear  all  this  faid  in  the  Palace  of  Truth, — But 
what  is  your  opinion,  Tarfis  ?  You  are  filent. 

My  Lord,  anfwered  Tarfiss  however  envi- 
ous  

There!  exclaimed  the  Geniu?,  tranfported 
with  joy;  there,  Zoram,  did  not  I  predict  ?  — 
You  hear  he  is  devoured  with  envy. — But  why 
fliould  I  longer  abufe  the  necefEty  thefe  poor 
people  are  under  of  fpeaking  what  they  think  ?  I 
ought  to  be  fatisfied,  and  not  feek  to  humble 
men  too  much. 

Fhanor  difmifled  his  Authors,  and,  when  they 
were  gone,  converfed  fome  time  longer  with  the 
Courtiers.  He  afked  no  queftions,  for  lie  had 
no  doubts  ;  he  fpoke  only  of  his  ov/n  fame,  and 
the  vaft  fuccefs  his  piece  muft  have.  Thus  were 
the  Courtiers  freed  for  a  little  fear. 

As  foon  as  they  were  alone,  Was  I  wrong, 
faid  Arifteus,  to  conceive  hopes  of  efcaping  the 
danger?  Every  iliufion  vanifhes  here,  except 
vanity,  and  that  is  more  mighty  than  a  hoft  of 
Magicians.  Love  itfelf  is  not  fo  blind  as  an 
Author  corrupted  by  flattery  and  felf-conceit. 

The 
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The  next  day,  Philamir  went  to  the  alley  of 
Palm-trees,  where  he  did  not,  at  firft,  find  Miiza, 
but  walked  about,  expecting  her  arrival.  After  he 
had  walked  fome  time,  he  faw  a  (beet  of  written 
paper,  on  the  grafs,  in  a  woman's  hand;  he  read, 
and  was  amazed  to  find  charming  verfes,  in  which 
Mirza  exprefled  for  Philamir  a  moft  violent  paf- 
fion. — Oh  !  unhappy  and  amiable  Mirza,  cried 
the  Prince,  this  no  doubt  is  one  of  the  pa°;es  of 
that  pocket-book  which  thou  didft  fearch  for  with 
fuch  anxiety.  The  wind,  during  the  night,  has 

blown  it  hither. Alas !  Is  this  then  the  fecret 

Mirza  would  hide  from  me  ? Ah,  how  dange- 
rous is  the  difcovery  ! 

Mirza  at  this  moment  appeared,  Philamir  flew 
to  meet  her.  Oh  1  my  Lord,  faid  Mirza,  I 
have  juft  found  my  pocket-book,  but  there  is  a 

leaf  gone. Heavens  !    what  do   I    fee,    that 

very  leaf  in  your  hands! — And  you  have  read 
it  ? — Unfortunate  Mirza  !  Thy  evils  then  are  at 
the  height. 

So  faying,  Mirza  fell  on  the  lawn,  and  feem- 
ed  ready  to  faint;  the  Prince  quite  befide  him- 
felf,  kneeled  to  affift  her.  Oh  Mirza,  cried  he, 
with  a  broken  voice,  into  what  dreadful  diftrefs 

haft  thou  plunged  me  !  — Can  it  be  ? Loved 

by  thee  ! 

M  5  Cruel 
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Cruel  Prince,  replied  Mirza,  fince  you  have 
read  that  writing,  the  filence  I  had  impofed  upon 
my  lips  is  ufelefs;  it  cannot  now  conceal  my 

weaknefs. Yes,     I   adore  you.      Alas!    you 

alone  have  taught  me  to  know  the  moft  violent, 
the  moft  imperious  of  all  the  paffions  ;  never  fhall 
I  banifh  it  my  bofoin.  No,  I  feel  itwwill  follow, 
or  rather  precipitate  me  to  the  grave.  Your's 
I  cannot  be,  ycur  faith  is  engaged,  and  I  have 
only  to  die. 

To  die  !  Heavens  !  cried  Philamir,  and  fhall  I 

be  the  caufe  of  your  death  ? Rather  let 

Oh  Mirza  !  conceive  the  horror  of  my  fituation 
—I  am  under  a  facred  engagement 

I  know  it  but  too  well,  interrupted  Mirza;  and 
were  you  willing  to  break  it,  I  never  would  con- 
tent. Zeolide  is  worthy  to  participate  your  hap- 
pinefs.  Love  fhall  never  make  me  unjuft.  Often 
has  Gelanor  ipoken  to  me  of  the  Princefs,  and 
interefted  me  in  her  behalf:  not  daring  to  fpeak 
in  your  praife,  I  liftened,  with  pleafure-  to  the 
eulogiums  of  a  Lady  fo  dear  to  your  heart.  No, 
Zeolide,  I  cannot  hate  thee,  for  thou  lovcft 
Philamir* 

What  fcntiments  !    What,  not  hate  your  Rival ! 

Without  her  you  could  not  be  happy,  and  I 
would  give  my  iifc>  tfere  it  necdTary,  to  fave  her's* 

Oh 
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Oh  Mirza!  how  great  is  the  admiration  you 
ir.fpire  ! 

Adieu,  my  Lord,  you  know  my  heart.  I  can- 
not forbear  repeating,  and  remember,  I  (peak  it  in 
the  Palace  of  Trutb^  I  fhall  love  you  to  the  laft 
breath  of  life.  In  this  bofom  you  will  ever  reign, 
and  over  a  heart  as  virtuous  and  pure  as  it  is  noble 
and  affectionate.  Incapable  of  ambition  and  of 
jealoufy,  I  might  have  made  you  happy  if— Ah! 
deareft  Prince,  ndieu. 

This  is  not  to  be  fupported,  cried  Philamir. — 
Oh,  adorable  Mirza  !  do  you  then  mean  to  quit 
the  Palace  ?  I  know  your  three  months  are  ex- 
pired, but  I  am  obliged  to  remain  here  three  weeks 
longer. 

I  fliould  inftantly  depart,  replied  Mirza,  where 
•not  Gelanor  ill ;  but  to  him  my  attendance  is  ne- 
ceiTary,  and  I  muft  ftay.  I  jniift,  however,  that 
you  come  not  to  his  apartment ;  and  1  conjure 
you  never  to  confide  to  any  one  the  fecret  you 
thus  have  learnt  by  furprize.  You  cannot  utter 
a  falfehood,  but  you  can  be  filent.  — Once  more, 
my  Lord  !  and  for  ever — adieu  ! 

As   Lon  as  fhe  had  fpoken,  Mirza  ran    with 

extreme   precipitation ;    the   Prince   would   have 

held  her,    but  Mirza,    with    a  commanding  and 

xnajeflic  air,  forbade  him  to  fellow,  and  Philamir 

M  6  wa'j 
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was  forced  to  obey.  The  charms  of  Mirza's 
perfon  and  mind,  and  the  admiration  and  com- 
paffion  fhe  infpired,  did  but  too  powerfully  com- 
bat the  fidelity  he  owed  to  Zeolide  ;  his  vanity 
too  was  moft  potently  flattered ;  to  infpire  love 
in  the  breaft  of  a  Lady,  fo  heroically  virtuous, 
was  a  triumph  which  Philamir  could  not  help 
feeling.  Love  muft  rob  the  beauteous  and  fub- 
lime  Mirza  of  life ;  the  Prince  could  not  doubt 
it:  Zeolide  might  find  confolation.  This  was 
a  reflection  Philamir  often  made,  yet  he  conti- 
nued to  love  Zeolide.  He  thought  the  Princefs 
much  inferior  to  her  Rival,  but,  at  the  fame 
time,  he  found  an  unknown  charm  about  Zeolide, 
which  Mirza  did  not  poflefs.  Zeolide  attracted, 
infinuated,  and  was  deeply  engraven  in  his  heart. 
Mirza  dazzled  and  inflamed  the  imagination  > 
but  fhe  was  too  much  above  him  ;  fhe  aftonifhed 
too  much  to  delight. 

The  fear  of  betraying  the  fecret  of  Mirza 
made  Philan;ic-avoid  Zeolide  as  much  as  poilible  j 
and,  perceiving  how  mortally  he  dreaded  to  be 
alone  with  her,  reafon  and  pride  equally  bade  the 
Princefs  not  feek  a  flying  Lover.  After  fo  much 
vexation,  fo  many  inquietudes,  tor.-ents,  and 
flruggles,  Zeolide  bega.t  to  fufrer  lefs ;  fhe  had 
feen  too  many  iliufions  vanifh  not  to  find  Love 

almoft  extinft  in  her  boibm. 

i.  The 
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he  three  weeks  at  length  were  pafll-d,  and  the 
.y  came  when  Philamir  was  to  quit  the  Palace 
of  Truth.  Before  the  Princefs  was  awake,  Phi- 
lamir went  to  the  alley  of  Palm-trees.  He  had  a 
flrong  defire  once  more  to  fee  Mirza,  and  had 
written  to  conjure  her  once  more  to  come,  yet 
durft  not  hope  the  fevere  Mirza  would  confent  to 
receive  his  laft  farewel.  How  great  was  his  joy, 
when  he  faw  her  fuddenly  appear!  Mirza  teftified 
the  utmoft  furprize  at  perceiving  the  Prince. 
She  would  have  fled,  but  was  withheld  |jy  Phi- 
lamir. Ah  !  my  Lord  !  faid  (he,  I  thought  you 
had  already  quitted  the  Palace,  and  I  returned  to 
vifit  a  place  fo  dear  to  my  heart. 

Have  you  not  received  my  note,  then  ? 

Your  note,  my  Lord !  — >-Oh  !    no. 

Philamir  was  grieved  to  think  he  owed  the 
happinefs  of  feeing  her  again  to  chance  alone. 
Every  thing  that  gratitude  or  tendernefs  could 
infpire  the  Prince  uttered.  Mirza  went  and  ciif- 
covered  fentiments  fo  heroic,  and  at  the  fame 
'time  fo  pafTicnate,  that  the  Prince  fell  eriraptu;  .-J 
on  his  knees.,  and  could  only  exprds  his  admira- 
tion by  his  teats.  The  Prince,  juft  at  this  mo- 
ment, hearing  the  leaves  rultie,  turned  his  head, 
but  what  was  his  furprife,  or  rather  terror,  when 
he  beheld  Zeolide  ! 

The 
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The  Princefs,  motionlefs  with  amazement, 
ftood  filent ;  .  the  confufed  Philamir  durft  not 
fpeak.  At  length,  Mirza,  addreifing  herfelf  to 
the  Princefs,  related  her  whole  flory.  You  fee, 
madam,  added  file,  I  have  nothing  to  reproach 
myfelf  with.  I  do  not  fear  that  even  my  Rival 
fhould  read  my  moft  fecret  thoughts  ;  and  I  not 
only  do  not  hate  you  but  have  a  lively  fenfation 
of  what  your  feelings  muft  this  moment  be.  I 
fuffer  as  much  from  your  woes  as  from  my  own. 
Phiiamir  regrets  me,  this  cannot  be  denied ;  but 
it  is  you  he  loves,  and,  were  he  to  attempt  to 
break  his  engagement  to  you,  I  would  cppofe 
his  intentions,  I  am  about  to  quit,  and  never 
fee  him  more.  The  effort  will  coft  me  my  life, 
but  duty  is  far  more  facred  than  iove. 

And  is  it  poiTible,  laid  Zsoiide,  that  a  paflion, 
which  reafon  cannot  approve,  may  become  thus 
violent  in  a  heart  like  your's  ?  — Adieu  Miilamir, 
continued  the  Princ-jfr,  1  lefloreyou  your  free- 
dom, and  at  length  regain  my  own  •>  but,  in  re- 
nouncing you,  I  renounce  the  married  flate. — 
Adieu,  may  you  be  ha;- 

Stop,  Zeolide,  cried  Philamir,  diftra&ed. 

Go,  my  Lord,  faid  Mirza,  with  a  languiftiing 
voice,  go,  recover  youi  miitrcfs,  ard  abandon  the 
wretched  Mirza  !  She  no  longer  loves,  I  adore  — 

Oh! 
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Oh  !  that  by  facrificing  my  heart  I  could  reftore 
you  rr.rs,  fmce  you  cannot  Jive  without  her. 

Oh  Mirza  !  How  fublime  a  ibul  !  Yes,  Mirza, 
you  merit  blifs  !  Yet,  ZeoiiJe  ! — I  cannot  my- 
felf  underfland  the  prcfent  reelings  of  my  foul. 

Cruel  man!  Can  you  heiitate  between  a  woman 
who  abandons  you,  and  the  unfortunate  affecti- 
onate Mirza  ? — Should  you,  now  hope  has  en- 
tered my  heart,  fhould  you  now  abandon  me, 
you  will  behold  me  expire. — Yet,  what  do  I  fay? 
Heavens  !  I  am  diflracled  !  Alas,  I  cannot  here 
conceal  my  thoughts  - —  Let  me  be  gone. 

No,  fdid  the  Prince,  I  will  not  barbaroufly 
devote  to  death  the  moft  amiable  and  virtuous  of 

V 

women. 

Oh  God  !    What  do  I  hear!  exclaimed  Mirza. 

.Shall  I  live? Do  you  then  promife  me  your 

faith  ? 

The  Prince   could  not    reply,    tears   impeded 

Speech Come  then,   dear  Philarnira  continued 

Mirza,  haflc,  let  us  fly  this   Palace,  *ftay  not   a 
moment. 

So  faying,  Mirza,  tranfported,  pulled  the  Prince 
along  with  her,  who  fhed  a  torrent  of  tears. 
.They  approached  the  facul  gares  of  the  Palace, 
when  they  were  fuddenly  rnet  by  the  venerable 

•Gelanor  5  Mirza  ihuddered Fly!  Prince,  fly 

this 
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this  old  man,  exclaimed  fhe  \    liften  not  to  his 
Words  ! 

Stop,  cried  the  Philofopher Flight  is  ufe- 

iefs — The  gates  are  clofed. 

At  thefe  dreadful  founds,  Mirza  turned  pale, 
her  trembling  legs  fcarcely  could  fupport  her.-— 
Gelanor  approached,  and  feizing  her  by  the  arm 
— Pertidious  woman,  faid  he,  return  the  TaUfman^ 
or  I  wili  inftantly  deliver  you  to  the  vengeance 
of  Phanor  !  Mirza  did  not  nefitate  a  moment, 
but  taking  the  box  of  cry  ft al  from  her  pocket,  gave 
it  to  Gelanor,  who,  turning  towards  Phila;nir, 
faid,  now  liften  to  that  woman,  for  whom  you 
have  ficrificed  Zeolide;  fpeak,  Mirza,  fpeak,  I 
command  you,  cried  the  Philofopher. 

Well  then,  laid  Mirza,  I  had  but  the  malk  of 
virtue  ;  ambition  and  vanity  alone  infpired  me 
•with  a  defire  to  feduce  this  weak  and  credulous 
Prince. 

You  have  faid  enough,  replied  Gelanor,  be 
gone. 

Mirza  difappeared  ;  and  the  Prince,  raifing  his 
eyes  and  h^ids  to  Heaven,  exclaimed,  Wretch 
that  I  am  !  What  have  I  done  ?  Oh  Zeolide  ! — 
Yet  how  could  I  fufpect  fuch  kntiments  and  paf- 
fion  fo  natural  ? 

Know  you  what  gave  them  that  appearance  ? 
— Pride — With  a  little  lefs  vanity  you  would 

have 
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have  thought,  how  dangerous  foever  love  may  be, 
it  is  not  a  difeafe  of  which  people  die ;  you  would 
have  krrown  that  not  even  companion  fhould  make 
you  forfeit  a  facred  promife. 

OhGelanor !  what  couife  muft  I  take  ?  Advife 
me  ;  be  my  protector,  my  guide. 

All  is  not  loft ;  Phanor  is  informed  of  every 
thing,  and  is  this  inftant  endeavouring  to  prevail 
on  the  Princefs  to  grant  you  a  generous  pardon  ; 
he  will  come  to  feek  you,  when  it  {hall  be  time 
for  you  to  appear. 

Mean  while,  replied  Philatnir,  inform  me 
how  this  Talifman,  which  Phanor  gave  to  the 
beauteous  Agelia,  could  fall  into  the  hands  of  the 
artful  Mirza. 

That  I  (hall  do,  in  a  few  words,  replied  the  old 
man. — When  Agelia  quitted  the  Palace,  as  flie 
came  to  the  gate,  (he  took  this  precious  box  from 
Nadir,  and  gave  it  me.  Gelanor,  faid  (he,  I 
give  you  this  Talifman,  on  condition  you  never 
return  it  to  Phanor  ;  and  that  you  lend  it  to 
women,  as  often  as  by  this  means  you  can  pre- 
ferve  them  from  any  great  peril.  Be  you  hence- 
forth the  protector  of  the  weaker  fex,  in  this  dan- 
gerous Falace ;  and  though  you  contemn  the 
guilty,  pity  and  preferve  them  if  pofiible. 

Thus  fpoke  the  amiable  Agelia.  I  received  the 
Talifman,  and,  conformable  to  her  benevolent 

intentions, 
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intentions,  have,  for  thefe  eighteen  years,  pre- 
ferved  many  wives  from  the  wrath  and  refent- 
ment  of  their  hufbands.  I  lent  them  the  Talif- 
man,  and  they  had  too  much  intereft  to  keep 
the  fecret,  for  me  to  fear  the  leaft  indifcretion 
on  their  parts  ;  each  woman,  with  whom  the 
box  has  been  depofited,  returned  it  at  departing  ; 
and  no  man  to  this  day  ever  found  out  the 
fecret. 

About  four  months  fince,  as  I  was  walking  in 
the  gardens,  perceived  a  beautiful  lady  weeping. 
This  lady  was  Mirza ;  who  told  me  fhe  had  ar- 
rived that  morning,  and  had  learnt,  by  chance, 
the  virtue  of  the  i'alace.  I  have  a  hufband,  added 
{he,  in  a  confumption  ;  he  has  but  a  fhort  time  to 
live;  I  have  made  him  happy,  but  have  deceived 
him  ;  fhould  he  interrogate  me,  his  laft  moments 
will  become  dreadfully  miferable,  and,  perhaps, 
before  he  dies,  he  may  feek  revenge. 

I  lent  Mirza  the  Talifman,  and  calmed  her 
fears  ;  anu  her  hufoariu,  about  a  month  afterwards, 
expired  in  her  arm?,  blefling  heaven  for  having 
given  h  m  the  moft  virtuous  oi:  women  for  a  wife. 
Mirz.a,  become  a  widow,  .conjured  me  to  leave 
the  Talifman  in  her  hands  till  fhe  departed,  that 
fhe  might  preferve  her  reputation,  which  an  in- 
difcreet  queftion  in  this  Palace  might  deprive  her 

of, 
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of,  if  fhe  no  longer  pofiefTed  this   precious  prc- 
fervative. 

Mirza  feemed  attached  to  me;  fhe  was  amiable 
and  witty,  and  her  company  was  not  without  its 
charms.  I  felt,  however,  how  dangerous  fhe 
might  be  to  others,  fince  with  fo  much  wit  and 
beauty,  fhe  alone  had  the  power  of  diflimulation. 
J  therefore  required  fhe  fhouldlive  in  retirement; 
and,  when  you  arrived,  I  ordered  her  to  avoid 
you.  Her  fecret  was  in  my  pofTeffion,  and  fhe 
was  forced  to  obey. 

At  length  I  fell  ill,  and  Mirza,  under  pretext 
of  nurfing  me,  prolonged  her  flay.  I  faw  yefter- 
day  fhe  was  agitated,  and  had  my  fufpicions,  but 
faid  nothing.  '  The  Phyfician  had  ordered  me  to 
keep  my  room  a  few  days  longer,  which  Mirza 
knew  ;  but  this  morning  I-wiihed  to  fee  the  Prin- 
ccfs  before  fhe  went,  who  related  to  me  the  he- 
roic fcene  which  had  juib  paired.  I  inftantly 
fought  f^r  r  hanor ,  he  orJere''  the  gates  of  the 
Palace  to  b?  {hut ;  and,  as  the  Princefs  was  igno- 
rant of"  M;:z-ys  p  ;rii  iy,  we  ..gr^cd  not  to  men- 
tion the  Talifm  n  to  her  j  tlia*  you,  my  Lord, 
if  you  r-leafV,  iri?y  avail  yourfelf  of  its  virtues 
to  regain  the  heart  of  Zeolide. 

Here  the  Philofopher  gave  the  box  of  cryftal  to 
the  Prince ;  and,  at  the  fame  mordent  a  flave  came 

from 
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from  Phanor  to  feek  Philamir,  who,  full  of 
trouble  and  inquietude,  flew  to  the  apartment  of 
Zeolide. 

As  foon  as  he  perceived  the  Princefs,  he  ran, 
flung  himfelf  at  her  feet,  difcovered  the  deceit  of 
Mirza,  and  fhewed  her  the  Talifman  which  he 
had  laid  upon  the  table:  by  hiding  this  ftory,  and 
keeping  that  Talifman,  faid  he,  I  might  have 
perfuaded  you  I  did  not  go  with  Mirza,  and  had 
refitted  all  her  fediuSHons  ;  but  though  I  cannot 
lofe  you  without  the  lofs  of  happinefs,  I  would 
prefer  even  that  to  deceit.  Yes,  Zeolide,  !  was 
feduced,  inveigled;  I  no  longer  have  the  fame 
blind  and  impetuous  pailion  which  I  felt  before 
our  arrival  in  this  fatal  Palace ;  but  I  love  you, 
as  I  fhall  for  ever  love  you;  without  you  I  can- 
not be  happy,  and  you  alone  of  all  the  Ladies  in 
the  world  can  infure  me  felicity. 

When  he  had  ended,  the  lovely  Zeolide  gave 
the  Prince  her  hand,  which  he  received  with  tran- 
fport.  The  fentiments  you  difcover,  faid  {he,  are 
worthy,  and  all  i  wifh;  and  did  this  Falace  de- 
ftroy  no  other  illufions  than  thofe  which  nourifh 
love,  I  fhould  not  repent  my  having  inhabited  it; 
but  the  air  we  here  breathe  is  fatal  even  to  friend- 
ihip.  Come,  Philamir,  come ;  let  us  leave  this 

dangerous  place. 

So 
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So  faying,  the  Princefs  rofe,  Philamir  followed, 
and  the  two  Lovers,  with  Phanor  and  Altemira, 
went  to  mount  their  Chariots. 

They  were  going  to  leave  the  gloomy  Palace  of 
Truth,  when  they  law,  with  inexpreffible  furprize, 
the  cryftal  walls  afTume  another  colour,  lofe  their 
tranfparency,  become  opaque,  and  fuddenly  tranf- 
form  themfelves  into  porphyry  and  marble  of  a 
beautiful  white. 

The  Monarch  of  the  GenH  appeared;  the 
Charm  is  deftroyed,  laid  he,  addreffinghimfelf  to  the 
young  Lovers,  and  you  now  may  remain  in  this 
new  Palace,  in  which  you  will  find  all  the  illufions 
necefTary  to  content.  May  the  remembrance  of 
the  Palace  of  Truth  for  ever  preferve  you  from  in- 
jurious jealoufy,  and  teach  you  to  reprefs  the  firft 
emotions  of  an  indifcreet  curiofity ;  and  may  you 
never  forget  that  unbounded  confidence,  and 
amiable  indulgence  form  the  foft  ties  by  which 
hearts  are  united. 


THE         END. 
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